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PREFACE. 



TiiOREAU has said that there is no definition 
of poetry which the poet will not at once prove 
to he worthless, hy setting aside all its requisi- 
tions. It is, perhaps, a merit of the sonnet that 
it puts some bounds to this possibility of range, 
and implies a few fixed laws. Yet in attempt- 
ing to enforce those laws, it is easy to becomo 
as pedantic and wearisome as the later Greek 
grammarians. It is as possible in literature as 
in zoology to over-refine, over-classify, and to 
make species and even genera out of mere vari- 
eties. Much of the distinction so often claimed 
between the Shakespearian and the Petrarchan 
types of sonnet becomes worthless when wo 
observe tliat Petrarch, when be found it conven- 
ient, closed his sonnets with a rhymed couplet 
as fearlessly as Shakespeare; so did Milton, so 
does even Rossetti.^ It is much the same with 

^Pttimroh: Sonntts hodii., ezzziii., eolxxziL ; 
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aU other teehniemlittet, beyond the mere nnm- 
her of linei aad their length; while it is true, 
OB the other hand, that we obsenre a steady 
rerenion from the Shakspcarian and toward 
the Petrarchan form. 

Thb rerersion began mainly with Milton, of 
whoee sonnets Dr. Johnson curiously remarked 
— and perhaps for this rery reason — " Of the 
best it can only be said that thoy are not bad, 
and perhaps only the eighth and twenty-first are 
entitled to ercn this slender coiumcndation." 
Tet Milton led the way in the direction of the 
Italian models, and if his combination of the 
two essential parts of the sonnet does not al- 
ways satisfy Mr. Theodore Watts, the same in- 
fliction must fall on Petrarch. Tlie most curi- 
OQS episode that lias occurred in the history of 
the English sonnet was when Coleridge, follow- 
ing a century after Milton, — and with the cor- 
rect and careful Bowles as an intermediate in- 
flnehee, — yet swept away at a stroke all tliat 
Milton had gained and Bowles Imd proscrred, 
and declared an English sonnet on the Italian 

Mfltoa: *'Qtialineoll6;*"PeroerUs** and ''Crom- 
wall, oar chief of men ** ; Rovetti, pauim^ tTtn in 
his somMt en the sonnet itself. 




PREFACE V 

model to be the most " difficult aud artificial " 
of all species of composition. IIo went on to 
assert that '* rcsiKsctiug the metro of a sonnet, 
the writer should consult his own convenience, 
— rhymes many or few, or no rhymes at all ;*' 
and then exemplified his theory by publishing a 
rambling |)oem of sixteen lines, with alternating 
rhymes, and calling it '* Sonnet V." of a series 
of ten which he had selected as " not beneath 
mediocrity." ^ Between this utter looseness of 
structure and tho present com^mrativo strict- 
ness, there is certainly a wide range. Cole- 
ridge's opinion of the intrinsic impracticability 
of the English sonnet is now wholly set aside, 
and our native tongue luui proved itself, in Ros- 
setti*s luinds, to bo as plastic as tho Italian. 

American sonnets, like the English, have un- 
dergone a distinct reversion to greater strict- 
ness of form, aud this has proceeded less from 

^PoemB of 8, T, Coleridge^ tecond edition^ to 
which are now added poeme by CharUe Lamb and 
Charles Uoyd, 1707. Pages 73, 70. In the Inter 
editions of Coleridge tliis ourioos prose passage is 
suppressed, and the sixteen linos appear, no longer 
as a sonnet, but as ** Lines composed while climb- 
ing the left asoent of Broekley-Comb.** 
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the inflaenee of any single recent poet than from 
the direct ftnclj of Italian uiodeb. Some of 
the older examples in this rolume would scarcely 
hare found a place hero but for a certain his- 
torical interest, as proceeding from writers of 
the last generation, who deeply influenced 
American thought and life, although not pri- 
marily classed as poets. Tlie sonnet here as- 
signed to Daniel Webster, for instance, would 
hardly be preserved but for its nuthorsliip, as it 
eertainly docs not indicate what a foreign lady 
remarked to Motley in KurojK*, that tlic great 
orator was one of our chief ]K>cts.^ The same 
historic interest would preserve, even if they 
had no merit of their own, the sonnets hero 
given under the names of Garrison, Parker, 
Allston, and Margaret Fuller Ossoli. Others 
are here introduced as representing the work of 
poets who, though now fallen into some neg- 
lect, yet did good service for American litera- 
ture in wliat may be called the pre-Emersonian 
period, and whoM sonnets were much like the 
average composition of minor Englisli poets at 
the same date. Such are the examples taken 

' CWreiponf/tfiiot of John Loihrop Moilty, i. 
147. 
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from Tuckeriuan, Benjamiu, Appleton, and 
Lunt ; with tbo twin acrostio souuots by Willis 
and Percival on the rcig^uing beaut/ of Lor 
day, Miss Euiilio Maraliall. Jones Very*t son- 
nets stand by thcuisclvos as Iiaving a poculiar 
Bpiritual dignity which will preserve them in 
spite of what would now be regarded as a laxity 
of form. Tlio more reeeut sonnets show moro 
regularity of structure and, on the whole, moro 
strength of expression and ^icrhaps more ori« 
ginality of thought. 

The last American collection appeared moro 
than twenty years ago, and a comparison be- 
tween that volume and tliis may safely be chal- 
lenged ; since it is clear that in this direction, 
at least, our literature has sulTered no detri- 
ment with time. To indicate this fact, as well 
as from other motives, it has been thought best 
to give but a limited sjuieo to any single son- 
netteer. Some of the poems have been revised 
for this book by their authors, and one or two 
aro hero first printed. With the best-intended 
efforts at selection, the contents of this volumo 
doubtless vary greatly in merit ; but it is to bo^ 
hoped tlmt none of them desorvo the sweeping 
coDdemoation with whioh Coloridgo visited all 
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Engliili aonaetty eaeept his own, Myiog» 
— >** And wlieii at kst the poor thing is toiled 
Mid hftmnierod into flt shape, it is in general 
racked aad tortured prose rather than anything 
lUiag poetiy.** ^ T. W. H. 

^ Perns, sseoad edition, ete^ pegs 1L 
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AMERICAN SONNETS. 



INDIFFERENCE. 

What is iudUFcroucc, do you ask of mo 7 
O well I know tho mcauiiig of tlio phrase. 
It 18 to find gray osli instead of blaze 

Tliat wanned you onee ; to lose, alas 1 the key 

Which turned iu friendship's wards ; to some* 
time see 
The eyes that shone for you in other days 
Now ooldly meet your own in passing gaze ; 

To know that what has been no more shall be. 

It is to find that you in naught Iwlieve, 
To know that youth has ilcd far down the 
past, 
To feel Uiat hope will ne'er again bo born, 
And love is but a poor worn cheat at last. 
It is all this, ye/ not far thit to grieve, — 

To livef and heed not that one lives /orloni I 

Otcar Faff Adams, 
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AT THE GRAVE OF CHAMFERNOWKE. 

HxBB poiie» like flowen on flowen, tlie baiter- 
fliM; 
Tbe gntshopper on erookM ernieh leaps up, 
Tbe wild beet knin abore the cloTer cap, 
Tbe fox-gn^ wiealbee the feiiee in green dii- 
guite 
Of min ; and antique plants set out in tears, 
Fink, guelder-rose, and myrtle's purple bells 
Straggle 'mid grass and their own wasting 
years 
To show the graTO that no inscription tells. 

Hers rest the bones of Francis Cluunpemowne ; 

The blasonrj of Norman kings he bore ; 
His fathers buUded many a tower and town, 

And after Senlae England's lords. Now o*er 
His island eairn the lonesome forests frown. 

And sillless seas beat the untrodden shore. 

Jok%Alkt4. 
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IMMORTAUTY. 

Welcome the tribute sometimes Fortune steals 
From youth's exchequer to enrich old nge I 
What ample pension freely forth slie dealfl| 
To gild with glory his gay equipage ; 
Whilst o'er Time's track slow roll his chariot 

wheels, 
Then Hearcn's gate enter. He, his heritage 
Of Life receiving, breaks the sacred seals — 
High privilege, sole given to saint and sage I 
Life were but ashes, and one holocaust, 
If no fair future welcomed from its goal, 
No gate swung open to admit us : lost 
Were all companionship, and blank tlie soul. 
Ah 1 dead to all Life holds and knows its own» 
If youth surrire not and uphold his throne. 

AmQ$ Bramtm AletdL 
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AT FREDERICKSBUBQ. 



The inereABing moonlight drifts across my bed» 
Aad on the charehjaxd hj tlie rood, I know 
It fmlls as whito and noiselessly as snow. . . • 
T was such a night two weary suiuiners fled ; 
The Stan, as now, were waning orerhead. 
Listen I again the shrill-lipped bugles blow 
Where the swift cnrrents of the river flow 
Past Fredericksburg: far off the heavens are 

red 
With svdden oonflagration : on yon height, 
Linstock in hand, the gunners hold their breath: 
A signal-rocket pierces the dense night. 
Flings its spent stars upon the town beneath : 
Hark I — the artillery massing on the right. 
Hark I — the blaek squadrons wheeling down to 

DeathI 

Tkoma$ Ba3t$ AUriek. 
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"ENAMORED ARCHITECT OP AIRY 

RHYME." 

Enamored architect of airy rhyme, 

Build OS thou wilt ; heed uot what each man 

Bays. 
Good souls, but innocent of dreamers' ways, 
Will come, and marvel why thou wastest time ; 
Others, beholding how tliy turrets climb 
'Twixt theirs and heaven, will hate thee all their 

days : 
But most beware of those who come to praise. 
Wondersmith, O worker in sublime 
And heaven-sent dreams, let art be all in all ; 
Build as thou wilt, unspoiled by praise or blame. 
Build as thou wilt, and as thy light is given : 
Then, if at last the airy structure fall, 
Dissolve, and vanish — take thyself no shame. 
They fail, and they alone, who have not striven. 

' Tkomoi BaiU$ Aldriek. 
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•*l VKX ME NOT WITH BROODINQ ON 

TIIE YEAR&** 

I TKZ me not with Urooding on tbo jeara 
That were ere I dxew breath : why should I 

then 
Dbtmst the darkneta that maj fall again 
When life is done? Perchance in other 
spheres— 

Dead planets — I onee tasted mortal tears, 
And walked as now among a throng of men^ 
Pondering things tliat lay beyond my ken, 
Questiouing death, and solacing my fears. 

Ofttimes indeed strange sense have I of this, 
Vague memories that hold me with a spell. 
Touches of unseen lips upon my brow. 

Breathing some incommunicable bliss 1 
In years foregone, O Soul, was all net well ? 
Still lorelier life awaits thee. Fear not thou 1 

Tkomoi Bailtp AUnek, 
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SLEEP. 

When to soft Sleep wc give ourselves awaj^ 
And in a dream as in a fairy bark 
Drift on and on through tho enchanted dark 
To purple daybreak — little thought we pay 
To that sweet bitter world we know by day. 
Wo are clean quit of it, as is a lark 
So high in heaven no human eye can mark 
Tho thin swift pinion cleaving through the gray. 
Till we awake ill fate can do no ill, 
Tho resting heart shall not take up again 
Tho heavy load that yet must make it bleed ; 
For this brief space the loud world's voice is stilly 
No faintest echo of it brings us pain. 
How will it be when we sluill sleep indeed 7 

TkoHUU BaiUp Aldrich, 
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HUGHENDEN. 

Tbx loreliesi daj of lorclj En^^liah June, 
Bright with rare tunthiiie, crisp and fresh 

with dow ; 
The whole fair landscape seems created new. 

And just to lire is a delightful boon. 

A crystal streamlet pours its tinkling tune 
Gurgling and murmuring its cresses through— 
The Tclret greensward wears its tendorest 
hue. 

Dotted with daisies thick as raindrops strewn, — 

And on a sudden from a listening ground 
There springs a liring joy, a roicc with wings, 
Trailing behind it, as it soars and sings, 

A shower of effervescent silver sound — 
A fountain-fall of musio dear and strong — 
The bubbling bonntj of the skj-lark's song 1 
Elimbttk Anm{Cka9$) (Aktrt) Allen. 
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ON A PALLING GROUP IN THE LAST 
JUDGMENT OP MICHAEL ANGELO. 

How vast, bow dread, o'crwholmiDg, is the 

thought 
Of apace interminable ! to the soul 
A circling weight that crushes into naught 
Iler uiigbtj faculties ! a wondrous whole, 
Without or parts, beginning, or an end I 
I low fearful, then, on desperate wings to send 
Tlio fancy e'en ainid the waste profound I 
Yet, bom as if all daring to astound, 
Thj giant Imnd, O Angclo, liath hurled 
E'en human forms, with all their mortal weight, 
Down the dread void, — fall endless as their 

fate I 
Already now they seem from world to world 
For ages thrown ; yet doomed, another past. 
Another still to reach, nor e'er to reach the last I 

WatkingUm AttHou. 
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BTDAL WATER 

Day's farewell bremUi, ■earoe ruffling Winder- 
merei 
Steals on to die among tbe reeds that bow 
To their slim shadows ; and in R/dal now 

Yon itMj elood, nnrezed, may see a clear, 

StiU rision of her lorcliness appear. 
Calm in the mellow air stands Silver How, 
The sunshine lingering on his lifted brow. 

Yet, thinlj rcilod, a star is throbbing near. 

Sleep on now, Rjdal, for at dawn the grass. 
Wind-stirred, will whisper round thy Words* 
worth's Scat, — 

Stirred by the wind, but never more, alas 1 
By thy true lover's once familiar feet. 

Nature, thou virgin mother breathed upon 

By God, hast thou no other priestly son 7 

^^B^V^W^F ^^^^^^^^w^w ••^•^^^•^we 
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FOMPEIL 



The silence there was what most haunted me. 
hong, 8]>ccchlc8s streets whoso stopping^tones 

invite 
Feet which shall never come ; to left and right 
Gay colonnades and courts, — heyond the glee. 
Heartless, of that forgetful Pagan sea ; 
On roofless homes and waiting streets, the light 
Lies with a pathos sorrowfullcr than night. 
Fancy forbids this doom of Life with Death 
Wedded, and with her wand restores the Life. 
The jostling throngs swarm, animate, beneath 
The open shops, and all the tropic strife 
Of voices, Roman, Greek, Barbarian, mix. The 

wreath 
Indolent hangs on far Vesuvius' crest ; 
And over all the town and sea, sweet rest. 

Thomas Gold Appltton. 




12 AMERICAN aONNETS 



THE UNTIMELY SINGER. 

A BIRD with amre bretst and beak of gold, 
A jojrouf ttranger, beautiful and th j. 
Flown from far groves beneath a mimmer sky, 
At mom amid our March woods bare and eold 
Sang like a spirit. Raptures such as hold 
The arches charmed, and hnsh the zephyr's sigh, 
From his enamored throat flowed carelessly 
In musical low warblings manifold. 
At length he ceased, with arch head bent aside, 
And listened long I but from the woodlands bare 
Ko cheering Toice of melody replied,— 
Only a faint call from the fields of air ; 
Swiftly he rose, and as the echo died 
Fled to the open heayens, and warbled there. 

Obadiak Cjfrut Aurimgw, 
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A DAT AND A FRIEND. 

We Bat upon the shore, vaj friend and I ; 

The lake lay rocking in the morning shine, 

Odors of gum were round us, and a pine 
Plajed music while the waves danced, cease- 
lessly. 
Joy of wild woods and waters and blue sky 

Flowed through onr spirits like celestial wine; 

We talked of poets' hopes and thoughts dirine, 
And he was generous and I was shy. 
O golden heart of all that golden day. 

Wise friend 1 so kind to my reluctant thought; 
So gentle with the grace tluit wont astray 

Through stammering speech and woodland 
ways untaught ! 
He read me by the things I dared not say, 

And loved me for the trust that doubted 
naught. 

Qbadiak Cffrui Awringtr. . 
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A DAY OF JOY. 

Thou eantt not rob me of thai happj daj, 
Tbongli joj fnnn out earth's eliond long Iim 

eeasedy 
And all things pass, the greatest as the least 
80 maj the red rose weep its leares awaj, 
And sammer from her sumptnons prime deeay, 
And silence fall upon the season's feast, 
And darkness on the dawn-enkindled east, 
Whence the son leaps with bright and beckon- 
ing raj: 

That daj was mine. And as the lonel j jears 
Wind downward toward death's door that 

glooms afar, 
One memorj shall banish all m j fears, — 
A talisman that naught can dull or mar, — 
And I shall see it, from the waj of tears. 
Shine *mid the grare-dnst like a fallen star. 

Je/M ( WttktriO) Baker. 
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SONNETS IN SHADOW. 

XX. 

EvRR for eoDSolotion grief is told 

How worse might be, and woe be heaped on 
woe, — 

As if the present pain were softened so, 
Made less by fancied evils manifold. 

Would the imporerishcd diver be consoled. 
When from his hand the pearl, like melting 

snow, 
Slips to plnnge darkling in the tide below. 

That the Toid shell has not escaped his hold 7 

When lore has from onr longing arms been torn. 

What boots it if the cmptj world we grasp 7 

To those who this supreme bereavement mourn 

It little matters what woe follows fast 1 

The worst that fate can do already borne. 
The very meaning of such dread is past. 

ArioBtU€$, 
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SONNETS IN SHADOW. 

XVIII. 

LiKX to a coin, pMsing from linnd to hand, 
Are eomnion mcmorict, and day bj day 
The eharpnets of tlieir impress wears away. 

But lore*! remembrances unspoiled wiUistand 

The touch of time, as in an antique land 

Where some proud town old centuries did 

sUy, 
Intaglios buried lie, still in decay 

Perfect and precious spite of grinding sand. 

What fame or joy or sorrow lias been ours. 
What we lui?e hoped or feared, wo niay for- 
get. 
The cleamees of all memory time detlotirs, 

Sare that of lore alone, persistent yet 

Though sure oblivion all things else devours, 
Its tracings firm as when they first were set. 

ArUi Bates, 
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ON DEARINQ AN EOUAN HARP. 

SURK 't is Uio voice of choired saiiiU tliat flows 
Alon(^ tbo billoirs of tlio »oftcucd breeze. . • . 
And now, in foils and dying symphonies, 

So sweet it glides, tliat forth my rapt soul goes 

To join those hymnings, ta'en from all her woes. 
Yet once more, And once more, ye minstrelsies 
Of power, my stormy spirit to appease, 

With some dissolving dream my tlioughts com- 
pose. • • . 

Again your strains float, sinking on tlie wind, 
Soft, wild, and mournful all ; now melt away, 
Faintly perceived, like some expiring ray 

Of memory tlmt trembles o*er the miud^ 

Lovely in its departure, still enshrined 
As the blest rolio of a happy day. 

Ptttr Baffliff, Jr. 
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WAITINO FOB WDTTEB. 

What honej in the year'i Imti flowen can hids, 
TheM little yellow Imtterfliet maj know t 
With falling leaves the j warer to and ttOf 

Or on the swinging tope of asten ride. 

Bot I am wearj of the sammer't pride 
And sick September's simulated show : 
Whj do the colder winds delaj to blow 

And bring the pleasant hours that we abide ; 

To curtained alcoTe and sweet household talks. 
Or sweeter silence hy our flickering Lars, 

Betoming late from autumn erening walks 
Upon the frostj hills, while reddening Mars 

Hangs low between the withered mullein stalks. 
And upward throngs the host of winter stars? 

ff€nrf JugtuHm B4€n. 
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Td HAN. 

The little creek which jcsterdaj I saw 

Oose through the sedges, and each brackish 

rein 
That sluiced the marsh, now filled and then 
again 
Sucked dry to glut the sea's nnsated maw, 
All ebb and flow bj the same rhythmic law 
That times the beat of the Atlantic main — 
They also fastened to the swift moon's train 
By unseen cords that no less strongly draw. 
So, poet, may thy life's small tributary 

Threading some bitter marsh, obscure, alone, 
Feel yet one pulse with the broad estuary 
That bears an emperor's fleets through half 
a zone : 
May wait upon the same high luminary 
And pitch its roice to the same ocean's tone. 

fTairy Amg^in B—r$* 
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MEW YORK HABBOR ON A CALM DAY. 

Is tliit a pAiniiog 7 Are Uiom pictured eloads 
Whieli OD tbe ikj lo moTclcssl j repose 7 
Has some rare artist fasliioned fortli tlio sbrouds 
Of jondcr Teasel 7 Are tlieso imaged shows 
Of OQtline, figure, form, or is tltcre life — 
Life with a thousand pulses — in the scene 
We gaze upon 7 Those towering hanks be- 
tween, 
£ 'er tossed these billows in tumultuous strife 7 
Billows 1 there 's not a wave ! the waters spread 
One broad, unbroken mirror 1 all around 
Is hushed to silence— silence so profound 
That a bird's carol, or an arrow sped 
Into the distance, would, like larum bell, 
Jar the deep stillness and dtssoWe the spell ! 

Park Bii^'amin, 
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A PORTRAIT. 

In the white sweetness of her dimpled chin 
The pink points of her perfumed fln^^ers press, 
And 'round her tremulous mouth's lovoliuoss 
The tears and smiles a sudden strife begin : 
First one and then the other seems to win : 
And o'er her drooping; eyes a g^olden tress 
Falls down to hide what else they might con- 
fess 
Their bluo-veined lids are striving to shut in. 
The yellow pearls that bind her throat about 
With her polo bosom's throbbing rise or fall: 
The while her thoughts like earner-doves 
have fled 
To that far land where armies clash and shoat, 
And where, beyond love's reach, a soldier tall 
With staring eyes and broken sword lies 
dead. 

/ame# B€rr$ BenteL 
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A WEDDING SONNET. 

It were an idle thing, good friends, to say 
No after grief be jours I The rose may blow 
la beauty, but the tbom as well must grow ; 
And though a brilliant sun brings in the day, 
Lo^ a small eloud, — a hair-breadth's size, we 11 
say- 
May spread until it hides the splendid glow. 
Then let me pray these for you as you go : 
Sweet Patience, calm Content, and all the way 
Yon trarel, white robed Peace : then at your 
side, 
MThen Grief shall eome she will come silently 
And powerless to harm. Ay : you will take 
Her hand submissirely, and bid her bide 
At will within your walls. So you may be 
Uappy and glad with Grief for Lore's dear 



Jamu Btny BenteL 
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ON A PICTURE OF THE MAGDALENE 

ASLEEP. 

Tnr tears aro dried, sweet penitent ; no more 

Abandoned on the ground we see thee lie, 

The precious word of life beneath tliine eye, 
Searching the sacred record o*er and o*er 
To find His grace for sins thy thoughts deplore. 

Who came for lost ones such as thee to die. 

— Thou art forgiven. — 'Neath a smiling sky. 
E'en as thou didst with upward face adore, 

(The holy Cross clasped closely to thy breast,) 
Sleep has come o'er thee, worn and wearied 

By anxious vigils ; yet in slumber blest, 
Heaven's radiant glory circles round thy head. 

Filling thy soul with visions of tliat rest 
Where e'en repentance has no tears to shed 1 

Gtorg* WatkingUm JBe^tme. 
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TIIE SUN. 

Ukart of Iha worldi I Ihj mightj pulios beat 

Upon tho furthest pkuiet^fl unirod shore ; 

Tbej gild the sui^gee of ohl seat that roar 
Beyond man's power to pierce llieir safe retreat. 
Great Heart I and yet thy morning pulse*boams 
greet 

The little rose a-tiut with blushes o*or. 

See I spreads his wiugs the youngling lark, to 
soar 
Amid tliy quickening radiance, Tast but sweet. 



Beat on, O Heart I on planet and on sea ; 
Beat on, though tuneless Silence fill thy 
course, — 
E'en Silence fain would raise a note to thee, — 
But paint the smiling flowers, and fill, O 
Source 
Of gladsome life, the answering birds with glee. 
While joy*bells in my soul ring merrily. 

MtlcilU Maditon Bigtlow, 
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TWO DAYS. 

All sodden yesterday were sea and sky ; 
A rood, perka|)8, beyond the strand — not 

more — 
The straining eye could dimly picroo. The roar 
Of reefs unseen died in a sullen sigh. 
Crept shuddering back ships that would blasts 
defy; 
In shrouds close, wot, and chill they hugged 

the shore, 
Wliilo momently, tlmt waste of waters o*er, 
The deep-mouthed fog-horn poured a moaning 
cry. 

To-day the merry Morn, ¥rith glorious flight, 
Wheels up the jocund East, and gilds the deep. 

The ships of yesterday, aglow with light, 
Crowd on full sail, and seaward lordly sweep; 

And I, I gaze with glad but baflled sight, 
That from such boding gloom such life can leap 

MelviUe Ifadisou Bigelow. 
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NOT FOREVER. 

O Lots, it maj not be. Gar weary feet 
Must learn to walk apart and seek to hide 
In what if right all other thought betido. 

And yet to us ii giTen a life complete ; 

For like two brooks, whose waters neyer meet, 
Bat in their joyous course flow side by side 
Until they mix at length in ocean's tide, 

80 may we too our Tarious ways entreat, 

And passing on together through life's waste. 
Not one, but two, yet seeming to be one, 
So pure our faith, so high our hope to win, 

Find at the last our wandering paths so traced, 
That into HeaTcn's great ocean they shall 
run— 
And there oar lirei may meet and know 



WiUiam Ewmtgr Birekkead, 
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LIFERS DREAMS. 



> Dream on, fair child I tuch dreami at thine 

\ help hide 

\ What, all too soon, 't will be thy fate to know; 

^ And which once known, thjr dreams no more 

\ will show. 

I SaTe as faint lights, which with us fain would 

:( bide, 

f In life's stem path, like old-time friends, long 

i tried, 

-J To cheer and help, when hope and faith sink 

j By thoughts of days which from us ne'er will 

When all the world seemed bright, and Lore 

was guide I 
** Why not, e'en yet, be braTe and seek to rise ? ** 
So speak life's dreams grown old ; and what 
they say 
Is true. We strire once more ; and now, more 
wise 
Than then we were, ere long we win our way; 
'j And in our joy, wo clutch our hard-won prize, 

^ And bless our dreams that still they hold 

their sway. 

William Bunur Birckktad. 
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''FROM OUT ETERNAL STILLNESS DO 

WE GOME.'* 

From out eternal stUlnen do we eome ; 
Into eternal ailenoe do we go ; 
For wai there not a time, and swift or slow, 
Must eome again, when all this world's loud 

hum 
Was naught to us, and must again grow dumh 
Through all eternity 7 — Between two low, 
Dark, stony portals, with much empty show 
Of tinkling hrass and sounding fife and drum. 
The endless Carayan of Life moyes on ; 
Or whence or whither, to what destiny. 
But lie who dwells beyond the furthest dawn 
Knows, yet rereals not, erermore eyen He 
In silenee wrapt, though deepest thunders roll, 
8aTe for His deathless message to our soul I 

OtrtrmdM BUnd% (Stmart 8t€m€). 
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" BRAVE COMRADE, ANSWER I " 

Brave comrade, answer! When you joined 
the war, 
What left you 7 «< Wife and chUdren, wealth 

and friends, 

A storied home whose ancient roof-treo bends 

Above such thoughts as love tells o*cr and o'er/ 

Had you no pang or struggle ? ** Yes ; I bore 

Such pain on parting as at hell's gate rends \ 

The entering soul, when from its grasp ascends ; j< 

The lost faint virtue which on earth it wore." 

Yon loved your homo, your kindred, children, 

wife ; 

You loathed yet plunged into war's bloody 

whirl I — 

What nrged you ? ** Duty I Something more 

tlian life. 
That which mode Abraham bare the priestly 

knife, 

And Isaac kneel, or that young Hebrew girl 
Who sought her father coming from the strife." 

Gtarge /lenni Boktr, 
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TO ENGLAND. 

Imxm and Cordelia I 'i wm an aneiont tale 
Before thj Shakspearo garo it deathloM 

fame: 
Tbe timet liaTe changed, the moral is the 



80, like an outcast, dowerlcss and pale, 
Thj daughter went, and in a foreign gale 
Spread her joiing Imnncr, till its sway became 
A wonder to the nations. Days of shame 
Are close npon thee : prophets raise their wail. 
When the rode Cossack with an outstretched 
hand 
Points his long spear across the narrow sea, — 
^ Ia^ there is Kngland I *' — when thy destiny 
Storms on thy straw-crowned head, and thou 

dost stand 
Weak, helpless, mad, a by-word in the land, — 
God grant thy daughter a Cordelia be I 

0§org€ i/#firy BoUr, 
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LONGINO. 

O TROUBLED MO, that long^cst overroore 
From out thy cold and sunless depths to rise 
To the hright orh that draws thee towards 
the skies, 
And beat'st thj hreast against the nnjielding 

shore, 
In the Tain struggle to unloose the Lands 
That hind thee down to earth ; in thy despair^ 
With sullen roar now leaping high in air, 
Now moaning, sohbing on the insatiate sands ; 
Type of the soul art thou ; she strires like thee, 
By time and circumstanoo and law bound 

down. 
She beats against the shores of the unknown, 
Wrestles with unseen force, doubt, mystery. 
And longs forcTer for the goal afar 
That shines and still retreats, like a receding 
star. 

Anna CharlotU {Ljfnek) Boiia. 
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THOMAS A KEMPIS: DE IMITATIONE 

CHRISTL 

TuRM with me from Umi city's clamorous ttreet, 
Where throng and push passions and lusts 

and hate, 
And enter, through this ago-brownod, ivied 
gate, 
For many suuimcrs' binls a sure retreat, 
The place of perfect peace. And here, most meet 
For meditation, where no idle prate 
Of the world's ways may come, rest thee and 
wait. 
T is Tery quiet. Thus doth still Heaven entreat. 

With rov'rent feet, his face so woni, so fair, 
Walks one who bears the cross, who waits 
the crown. 
Tumult is past. In those calm eyes I see 
The image of the Master, Christ, alone. ' 
And from those patient li})s I hear one prayer : 
'* Dear Lord, dear Lord, that I may be like 
Thee!'' 

Richard Rogen Bowker, 
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EVOLUTION. 

Sublime is life, though in bcginninga base 
At first ciikiiidlod. In this clod of mould 
Beats with faint spirit-pulse the heart of gold 
That warms the lily's ohcok ; its silent graeo 
Dwells unborn 'neath this sod. Fain would I 

trace 
The potent mystery which, like Midas' hand« 
Tlirills the mean clay into rofnlgcnco grand ; 
For, gazing down the misty aisles of space 
And time, upon my sight vast visions throng 
Of the ini|)erial destiny of man. 
The life that tlirobbed in plant and beast ere 

long 
Will break still wider orbits in its van, — 
A race of peace-robed conquerors and kings, 
Achieving evermore diviner things. 

Jljalmar Hjorth BoytiOH. 
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THEAIB. 

IifmxBLB enohanter, tweet and Birong, 

That erainbleet motintaiiii in thy soft em- 

brace. 
That rock*8t the feathered seed through sun- 
lit space 
And lulPst the sea with thy caressing song ; 
How lightly dost thon dance the waves among, 
And wingcst them for flight of fitful grace, 
And in the cloud-rack's |>ath which none can 
traco 
Dispersing cheer the parchdd earth along I 
My Toice thou boarost oyer dale and hill 

And spread*st in riewloss billows near and 
far ; 
And with a subtler undulation still 

Thon tremblest with the light of farthest 
star, 
And boldest lightly, hovering on high, 
The bright phantasmal bridge from earth to 
sky. 

liJaUnar iljorik Boycun, 
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DIVIDEa 

I CANNOT reach thee, wo are far, so far 

Apart who ore so dear I Love, bo it so ; 

Else wo might press so close we shouhl not grow. 

One doth deny even this so sweet a bar 

For fear our souls' true shape should suffer mar. 

Ah, surface-sundered, yet do wo not know 

A hidden union in the deeps below 7 

An intertwining where tho strong roots are 7 

AViso husbandmen plant trees, Sweetheart^—a 

s|>ace 
Between tho trees ; but after, soon or late, 
High in the sunny air their spreading boaghs 
Reach forth and meet. In some celestial place^ 
When thou and I are tall and fair and straighty 
We shall clasp hands again, — if God allows. 
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ICAT. 

Bkoto me % pallet and a liand to paint 
The tender tintings of tbis loTelj Majr. 
It mnst be qnieklj done : they will not ttaji 
But fleetl J Tanish, for they fear the taint 
Of mortal rendering. Bring one acquaint 
With music's meanings, that the ready notes 
Poured on the pulsing air from the full throats 
Of little birds, who sing without restraint, 
Be made a hymn to praise the God of Life. 
The golden green, the grass, wet with soft raioi 
Dimples with dandelions. See at strife 
Bold Robin with his hidden prey. Again, 
Bees in the flowery shrubs, with sweetness rife, 
'Neath the blue tkyy more in a busy train. 

Lcuis€ Brooki, 
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JULY. 

Sweet flower-kissing breeze, one word I prajt 
Tlio same you told the grasses on the lea» 
That, bending, twisting, tossed with frolic giee^ 
Kach tells to each through tlio long joyous day. 
Ye braided waters of the brook alway, 
Tliat green detaining gnisses vainly woo, 
What alchemy now turns you gold, now blue ? 
What do your gentle muruitirings betray 7 
Ye white and vap'rous bubbles of the air, 
Circling the brow of day, a pearldd chain, 
Your mystery I long to learn, — may dare 
To weare therewith a rhyme. The sacred pain 
Has touched my heart, leaving it soft and bare. 
Quivering with thoughts it cannot give again. 
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SEPTEMBER, 188a 

SuMMKB is poasing. Lo I the first sure mark. 
The golden lines September eomes to traoe 
Aeroes the shortening day with shining gr&ee — 
The upland yonder that erewhile was dark 
Shows gleaming russet now. The elms o' the 

park 
Hang yellow fringes. Darting shadows chase 
Along the lawn, or tremble and enkice 
On groundwork glistening with a golden spark. 

Pale yellow butterflies float in the air, 
In masy dances up and down they fly, 
For Summer's parting gifts to Autumn they 
Bear lightly, touching here and resting there — 
September's robes are flushed with golden dye, 
And magio mists enwrap each shortening day. 

Lamite Brooki* 
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NOVEItBEB. 

Yet ooe smile more, departing, distuil 8u t 

One mellow tmilc through the toft ▼Apoty m^ 
£rc, o'er the f roxeu earth, the loud winds rvB» 

Or snows are sifted o'er the moadowt bnvt. 
One smile on the brown liills and naked kraesb 

And the dark rocks whoso summer 
are cast, 
And the blue geutian-flower, that, in the 

Nods loucljr, of her beauteous raee th« lut. 
Yet a few sunny days, in which the bee 

Shall murmur bjr the hedge that akiiti Hkm 
way. 
The cricket chirp upon the russet lea. 

And man delight to linger in thy ray* 
Yet one rich smile, and we will try to bear 
The piercing winter frost, and winds, and dark- 



WmamC^Um 




■Ai 
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OCTOBER 

At» tbott art weloomey heaTen't delieioiis breath I 
When wooda begin to wear the crimson leaf, 
And tuns grow meek, and the meek euns grow 
brief, 

And the year smiles as it draws near its death. 

Wind of the suunj south ! oh, still delay 
In the gaj woods and in the golden air, 
Like to a good old age released from care, 

Joomejring, in long serenity, away. 

In such a bright, late quiet, would that I 
Might wear out life like thee, 'mid bowers 

and brooks. 
And, dearer yet, the sunshine of kind looks. 

And music of kind voices ever nigh ; 

And when my last sand twinkled in the glass, 

Pass silently from men, as thou dost pass. 

Wmam CmUm Bryant. 
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WILLIAM TELI* 

CiiAiMB may tubduo the feeble apirit, but thee. 
Tell, af tbe irou heart I tkcy oould not tome 1 
For thou weit of tko niouutjuiw ; ttiej pro- 

Ths everlasting creed of liberty. 

That creed i« written od Uie iiutnunplod (now, 

Thuudcrod by torrents which no power cmi 
hold, 

Save that of God, when He sendi fortb Hi* 

And breathed by winds that tlirougb Uw free 
heaven blow. 

Thou, while thy priaaii>wa]U wcro dark around, 
Didat meditate the lesson Nature taught, 
And to thy brief captivity was brought 

A vision of thy Switzerland unbound. 

The bitter cup they minr^lod, strengthened 

For the great work to set thy country free. 
WilUam CulU* Brfanl. 
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VABEWELL TO SALVIin. 

ALTHomn K enitMn of tbe aUt ■wk-mitt 
Uaj fsll between the actor u)d oar ejei — ■ 
Although he ahaoge, for (oft umI de»r«r (kiM^ 
ThaM tb»t the Spiiug hu jet but eoylj- kiit — 
Altfaeagh tb« toks to which w« loved to lilt 
Fftil ere the tliundcr of our plaudit* diei — 
Although he p«rt from ni ia graciotu wiie, 
With gnUeful Ucmoij left hia eulogist — 
Ub best \» with nt itilL 

Ilia perfect art 

Hu held D* 'twixt a heart-throb and a tear — 

Cbaating our kmiU to pHeiouate belief i 

Aad in hii gnatneei we hare now totne part — 

We bare been ooortien of the orownleM Lear, 

And pwtMen in Otbello't mightj grief. 

BauTTf CvtJkr Ahhmb 
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SEACONNET AT MIDNIGHT. 

Up the black rocks the iuky waters fling 
Their ponderous coils, a slow, majestic weight, 
Strong without rage, witliout convulsion great. 
Like the calm breathing of some giant thing 
Lifting a continent on the measured swing 
Of his broad bosom. The dim cliffs dilate 
In gloomy grandeur, and plunge down to sate 
Tlieir cavemcd jaws in this wide weltering, 
As if they too were riding, like the ships. 

Fixed to their moorings only 1 Black alike 
The sea that climbs and sullen crag that dips, — 
Save where they meet and crumble more than 
strike ; 
There pallid gleams illume their foaming lips, 
Making the darkness wan as moonlight in eclipse I 

Otorge akepard BurUigk, 
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AS OCEAN SUNRISE. 

Lies frosted sUver in the earth's broad palm 
The ooean Uj, unmoTiDg as the nky, 
When the skj eanghty from morning's open- 
ing eye, 

Ineffable splendors, and from earth the balm 

Of all the floweu whose sweetness was a psalm 
Sung out hy ererj bird-throat audibly. 
The soft, warm light reflected from on high 

Shed vapory gold on ocean's waveless calm. 

Out of the sea the sun rose royally, 
And on the sea its Imrning image flung. 
And to the sea that burning image clung, 

Ai the orb climbed in double majesty ; 

A fiery isthmus stretched its arm between 

Two oontinenti of fire in passing splendor seen. 

Otorgt Skepard Burleigh, 
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CROWS NEST. 

Building our beacon Arc, wo spread our feast 
In tho bare cliff hig^h up against the sky ; 
Eastward a few lone clouds went sailing by. 

As more and more the sunset glow increased. 

And every sound of bird and leaf had ceased ; 
Far down below, we could the stream espy. 
Seeming at rest all motionless to lie ; 

And life from every burden seemed released. 

Range beyond range, we saw the wooded heights; 
And far away, backed against paly gold, 

Their rightful lords — unspeakable delights I — 
Their purple splendor sturdily uphold, 

While, climbing slow, the moon and eve's first 
star 

Led every thought to heights more oool and far. 

John WhiU Chadwick. 







46 AMERICAN aONHETa 



CARPE DIEBC. 

O 80CTL of mine, how few and short the yean 
Ere thou ahalt go the way of all thy kind, 
And here no more thy joy or sorrow find 

At any fount of happiness or tears 1 

Tea, and how soon shall all that thee endears 
To any heart that beats with lore for thee 
Be eyerywhere forgotten utterly. 

With all thy lores and joys, and hopes and fears! 

Bat, O my soul, because these things are so, 
Be thou not cheated of to-day's delight 
When the night comoth, it may well be night; 

Now it is day. See that no minute's glow 
Of all the shining hours unheeded goes ; 
Ko f oont of rightful joy by thee untasted flows. 

John Wkitt Ckadwiek. 




AMERICAN SONNETS 47 



««THE DAY HAS PAST." 

The day has past, I never may return ; 
Twelve circling years have run since first I oame. 
And kindled the pure truth of Friendship's flamei 
Alone renmin these ashes in the urn ; 
Vainly for light the taper niay I turn, 
Thy hand is closed, as for these years, the saniet 
And in the substance nought is but tlie namCi 
No more a hope, no more a ray to bum. 
But once more in the pauses of thy joy, 
Remember him who sought thee in his youth, 
And with the old reliance of the boy, 
Asked for thy Treasures in the guise of truth ; 
Tlio air is thick with sighs, — the shaded sun 
Shows on the Hill-eide, that the day is done. 

WUUam KUery Chanmng, 
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-HEARTS OF ETERNITY.'' 

Hkaiits of etemitjy »- hearts of the deep I 
Proehum from land to sea jonr mighty fate ; 
How that for joa no liTing comes too hUe ; 
How ye eamioi in Theban Ub/rioth creep ; 

How 70 great harrests from small surface reap ; 
Shout, excellent band, in grand primeval strain, 
Like midnight winds that foam along the main. 
And do all things rather than pause and weep. 

A human heart knows nought of littleness. 
Suspects no man, compares with no one's ways, 
Hath in one hoar most glorious length of days, 

A recompense, a joy, a loreliness ; 
Like eaglet keen, shoots into azure far, 
And always dwelling nigh is the remotest star. 

WiUinm EUtrjf Channing, 
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MUSIC. 

Take of the maiden's and the mother's sigh, 
Of childhood's dream, and hope that age doth 

bless, 
Of roses and the south wind's tenderness, 
Of fir tree's shadow, tint of sunset sky, 
Of moon on meadow where the stream runs by, 
Of lover's kiss, his di£Bdent caress, 
Of blue eyes* yellow, brown eyes' darker, tress. 
Of echoes from the morning bird on high. 
Of passion of all pulses of the Spring, 
Of prayer from every death-bed of the Fall, 
Of joy and woe that sleep and waking bring. 
Of tremor of each blood-beat great and small ; 
Now, pour into the empty soul each thing. 
And let His finger touch that moveth all. 

John Vance Chtntff, 
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INCARNATION. 

If I must lie asleep with Death at laat, — 
Death, that stem monarch of supreme desire, 
Who, when he sees anght that would fain 
aspire 
To better things, sends his swift^hilling blast. 
And lo, a silence on its hope is cost, 

And only embers mark where ouce was fire, — 
I pray that fate will build my funeral pyre 
Amid some mighty ruin of the post. 
There let me sleep, where centuries ago 

Was loTC, and mirth, and kisses sweet as wine. 
And blooms whose ashes have a fragrant 
breath ; 
For then, perchance, my soul will commune 
know 
With one who saw the primal sunlight shine 
Before the world had known the cold of 
deathi 

Tkom<u SUphtfU CoUier, 
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THE PASSING OF THE TEAR. 



A 



O OBXTLB jent, 1 11 not entreat thee ataj , 
Since nov tby face ii set to toao far Uad 
Not named of men, untrod, a Bliadav-atraiid 1 

And tlioee most powerful prayen that lip* coold 
pray 

Would not obtain thy tarrying for a day. 
Yet, gliding from ua with the iliding sand, 
Thou ilialt not pose till I haro kissed the hand 

Tliat gave me joys, and took but time away. 

Can Love, that of the muI'b delight i* bom, 
Being matched in stature to the loul, ii^ 



Not so : but Memory, leaning at his aide, 
Waxes with every rosy draught of mom, 
And gatliers to her every moon's full peace. 
And dreaming on dork seas of Summer, 
grows deep eyed. 

HtUit Gray Cms. 
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BESIDE THE DEAD. 



Wrm handa tliat folded are from every task. 
It most be sweety O thou, mj dead, to lie 
Sealed with the seal of this great mystery — 
The lips that nothing answer, nothing nsk; 
The life-long struggle ended ; ended quite 
The weariness of patience, and of pain ; 
And the eyes closed to open not agnin 
On desolate dawn or dreariness of night 
It must be sweet to slumber and forget ; 
To hare the poor tired heart so still at last : 
Done with all yearning, done with all regret, 
Doubt, fear, hope, sorrow, all forever past : 
Fast all the hours, or slow of wing or fleet — 
It most be sweet, it must be very sweet I 

Ina Dotma Coolbrith, 
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AT DAWN. 

Kionr ftluulows fly. The air ii eritp mod tweci 
With orange fragrance. Golden applet fini 
The waxen whitenesi of new Uudt, jut atirradl 
BjT leph/r't finger. See hinit winging fleei 
To where the roeet at the home-roof laeei,*- 
That feathered joy, the jocund mockiaf-liM t 
Such longt ecetatio day hath never bcaid. 
Rippling acroat wide fields of springing wImmL 
And still she lingers, loth to rise and fold 
The cnrtaining mist from off the "*^*-^*^iti 
snows; 
Flashing with pink the granite gray and old. 

Ere low she stoops to paint yon opening roee. 
Now from pale elouds the pearl tints fade awaj. 
The gaiden lies in morning's garish ray I 

Bfhia Lmwmm Csetf . 
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LAST LIOHT. 

As when, aweary, with the djing day 
The trareler stands silent on the height 
80 hardly won, and wistful sees the night 
Grow in the east along the path that lay 
Dawn-lit kmg hours before, now fading gray, 
Through wreathing, rising mists — lo I full in 

sight 
Lie the broad fields, hills, forests, rivers white, 
That ranished as he passed them on his way. 

So, on Time's wind-swept summit, when at lost 
The farthest height is reached and the groat sea 
Lies round the sun of life, the long dead past 
Flames in the sunset fire of memory, 
Forbid forerer. And the night sweeps past 
AoroM the ooean of Eternity. 

Ralph Adams Cram, 
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LIFE AND DEATH. 
I. 

O SOLEMN portal, veiled in mist and cloud, 
Wliore all who have lived throng in, an endleit 

line, 
Forbid to tell by backward look or sign 
What destiny awaits the advancing crowd ; 
Bourne crossed but once with no return allowed ; 
Dumb, spectral gate, terrestrial yet divine, 
Beyond whose arch all powers and fates combine, 
Pledged to divulge no secrets of the shroud. 
Close, close behind we stop, and strive to catch 
Some whisper in the dark, some glimmering 

light ; 
Through circling wliirls of thought intent to 

snatch 
A drifting hope — a faith that grows to sight ; 
And yet assured, whatever may befall, 
That must be somehow best that comes to all. 

Christopher Ptars€ Craneh. 
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LIFE AND DEATH, 
n. 

Or endless sleep 'twill be, -^ and that is rest, 
Freedom forerer from life's weary cares, — 
Or else a life bejoud the climbing stairs 
And dizzy pinnacles of thought expressed 
In symbols such as in our mortal breast 
Are framed by time and space ; — life that up- 
bears 
The soul by a law untried amid these snares 
Of sense that make it a too willing guest. 
So sleep or waking were a boon divine. 
Yet why this inextinguishable thirst, 
This hope, this faith that to existence cling 7 
Nay e'en the poor dark chrysalis some fine 
Ethereal creature prisons, till it burst 
Into the unknown air on golden wing. 

Chridopker Peane Cranck^ 
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ROBERT BROITOINQ. 

TiiBUES strong — vcno liloodwana with tlw 
liiuba aud vcius 
Of lifo at full-llusli — yet u wbcu ono loea 
Some unknown Grccinn youth rnuutclca 
Or Pliidiot raUod from flcsli on Attie pUuiu 
Into perennial marble — the oonrae BtAiua 
Of corporal frailty cleansed by miniitriet 
Of art divino from nil itiipiiritica — 
Till of cmdo fact the tiHiig soul rcmaina : 
So, witii the touch of genius wrought this leer 
Of passion aud of truth, till heart and luiud 
Share in the vigor of the fleshly frame, 
Though palpable to soiiM tiis forms appear. 
In the soul's life tnuuligurcd and refilled, 
Tho higher art that nature make* thej claim. 
Chrittopher PtarH Crantk. 
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WATTINO. 

At little children in a darkened hall 
At Chrittmaa-tide await the opening door, 
Eager to tread the fairj-hauntcd floor 

Aroand the tree with goodly gif te for all, 

Oft in the darkness to each other call — 
Trjing to gness their happiness before-— 
Or knowing elders eagerly implore 

To tell what fortune unto them may fall : 

So wait we in Time's dim and narrow room, 
And, with strange fancies or another's thought. 

Try to dirine before tlie curtain rise 

The wondrous scene ; forgetting that the gloom 
Host shortly rise from what the ages sought— 

The Father't loog^plaBned gift of Paradise. 

Ckmriu ffimj CrandalL 
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ON HEARINQ HOFFMANNS HELUSINA. 



Of Mclusina and tlio rippling waves, 
Of Raymond and the court of Brittany, 
Of silver-girded hunters strong and free, 
Of that love Icgcnd-hauntod sea that laves 
The shores of bearded Druids and Uieir eaves, 
Of faithful love accursed utterly 
From glance to kiss, while all the powers three 
Of earth and hell and heaven it calmly braves. 
They sing to me — and with the sound of song 
Are blent the smiling chat and flattering light, 
And all the gentle grace of easy time. 
What is this cry from generations long, 
Who quailed in God's and peering demons' sight. 
To us 7 A pleasant evening and a rhyme I 

ElUmDeam 
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THE HUMAN TIE. 
if lif« wwt Bol Mcnd, loo.**— OaiNwi Euor. 



** 8pbax tenderly I For he ii dead/' we saj ; 

** With gracious hand smooth all his rough- 
ened past, 

And fullest measure of reward forecast, 
Forgetting naught that gloried his brief day.** 
Tet when the brother who, along our way — 

Pirone with his burdens, heart-worn iu the 
strife — 

Falters before us, how we search his life, 
Censure, and sternly punish while we may I 

Oh, weary are the paths of Earth, and hard I 
And liying hearts alone are ours to guard. 
At least, begrudge not to the sore distraught 
The rererent silence of our pitying thought. 
Life, too, is saered ; and he best forgives 
Who says: ««He errs, but — tenderly I He 
liTea." 

i/ary Maptt Dodgt. 
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OVER THE WORLD. 

There is a time between oiir night and day, 
A space between this world and the unknown. 
Where none may enter as wo stand alone 
Save the one other single soul that may ; 
Tlien is all perfect if the two but stay. 

It is the time when, the home-evening flown, 
And " good-nights '' sped in happy household 
tone, 
We look out from the casement ero we pray. 
Into the world of darkness deep and far 
Wo gaze — each depth with its own deepest 

star, 
Tliat brightens as we turn, nor yet recedes 
AVhen we would search it with our sorest 
needs, — 
O holy living-ground from heaven won I 
O time beyond the night when day is done I 

Mary Mapti Dodge, 
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TO-DAY. 

What dof t thou bring to me, O fair To-day, 
That comes o'er the mountains with swift 

feet? 
All the yonng birds make haste thj steps 
to greet ; 
And all the dewj roses of the May 
Tom red and white with joy. The breezes 
play 
On their soft harps a welcome low and sweet ; 
All nature hails Uicc, glad thy face to meet, 
And owns thy presence in a brighter ray. 
But my poor soul distrusts thee I One as fair 

As thou art, O To-day, drew near to me, 
Serene and smiling, yet she bade me wear 
The sudden sackcloth of a great despair I 
O, pitiless I that through the wandering air 
Sent no kind warning of the ill to be I 

Julia Carol{n€ (Ripiey) Dorr, 
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REMEMBRANCE. 

I DO remind roe how, when, bj a bier, 

I looked mj last on an unam wering tmoe 

Sercnclj waiting for Uie graro's embimeev 

One who would fain liare oomfoited, said : 

•* Dear, 

Tbii if the wont Life's bitterest drop ii hera. 

Impartial fate has done you this one graoe. 

That till you go to your appointed place. 

Or foon or late, there is no more to fear.** 

It was not true, my soul 1 it was not true I 

** Thou art not lost while I remember thee, 

LoTer and friend I'* I cry, with bated 

breath. 

What if the years, slow-creeping like the Use, 

Beaistless tide, should blot that face from ne ? 

Not to remember would be worse thaa 

deathl 

Julia Carvimt (ity/<y) Ihrr. 
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DANTE^ MASK. 

Akd this is all now left of tlioe — a mask 

Of graye, worn features, still so proud in 
death. 

No bitter jest can woand thee by a breath, 
Nor idle mocker now in scoffing ask 
Thj mission here. Completed all thy task, 

And won forerer the immortal wreath ; 

While saddest of sad brows rests still beneath, 
Ileart tempest-tost doth now in God*s light bask. 
Pale imago of great poet and brare man, 

Then art to me as monitor and friend. 
When those sad lips and sunken eyes I scan, 

I see the lines of will that naught could rend ; 
Daontless to death, still free tho' Florence ban, 

Pitnring thy strength, endurance to the end. 

ndoUe DttranL 
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OASIS. 



Afi wearied traveler o'er the burning sands 
Sees distant haven in a speck of green, 
Knowing wliat cooling springs those branches 
screen, 
Hastes laggard feet until he gladlj stands 
Within the palm's sweet shade, while eager 
hands 
Seek welcome streams, amid the restful scene 
His drooping iieart revives. (What if be- 
tween 
Tliis spot and homo lie tracks of desert lands 7 
The present joy is his to take and keep.) 

So in our wandering o*cr the sands of Time, 
When wearied, sick at heart, we blindly weep^ 
A tender word, a smile, sweet stniin, pure 
rhyme, 
Will give us blessed rest awhile, and let 
Our souls for once their bitterness forget. 

HHolu DurafU, 
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LINES TO A FRIEND, 

WBO BAD BBBN AN ACTOB IB THB ORBBK FLAT 
AT HABTABD OOLLBOB. 

Sent with Thaekerag^i AtUhoiogta Grmea. 

A JOYOUS inounier clad in glistening white, 

Thee I beheld with suppliant's olivo bough 

And bound the fillet on thy youtliful brow : 

Walking before thcni, thou didst all delight. 

Alas I thy slender youth shone there too bright, 

Nor would for Thebes the Gods thy grief 

allow, 

But sorrows of thine own they send thee now 

And dim with flowing tears thy peaceful sight. 

I bade thee feign tliat look of Tlicban woe. 

Who, powerless now, would fain forbid this 

grief; 

For in the sober depths of thy pure eyes 

I seem to know a look that ever tries — 

Feigning an unfelt joy — to gain relief 

From pains which stricken souls alone can 

know. 

LovU Djftr, 
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OF FLOWERS. 

There were no roses till tlio first child died« • 
No violets, nor bnlmy-brcathed hcart's-ense. 
No heliotrope, nor biuU so dear to bcos, 
Tlie honey-hearted suckle, no gold-cycd 
And lowly dandelion, nor, stretching wide, 
Clover and cowslip-cups, like rival seuai 
Meeting and parting, as the young spring 
breeze 
Runs giddy races playing seek and hide : 
For all flowers died when £vo left Paradise, 
And all the world was flowerless awhile, 
Until a little child was laid in earth ; 
Then from its grave grow violets for its eyes, 
And from its lips rose-petals for its smile. 
And so all flowers from that child's death 
took birth. 

Maurice Francis Egan, 
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THEOCRITUS. 

Daprnis is mate, and hidden njmphs complain, 
And monming mingles with their fountains' 

song; 
Shepherds contend no more, as all day long 
They watch their sheep on the wide Cyprus 

plain ; 
The master voice is silent, songs are vain ; 
Blithe Pan is dead, and tales of ancient wrong, 
Done by the gods when gods and men were 
strong. 
Chanted to waxdd pipes, no priio can gain. 
O sweetest singer of the olden days, 

In dusty books your idyls rare seem dead, — 
The gods are gone, but poets never die ; 
Though men may turn their ears to newer lays, 
Sicilian nightingales enraptured 

Caught all your songs, and nightly thrill 
the sky. 

Maurice Francii Egan, 
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TWO PHASES. 



I BAW the immeose mooD rise beyond a aveep 
Of sliadowf iiGLi whose waves were softly 

curk-d ; 
I wat«bctlthercJUciiiiigspleD(loribeunfurlBd 

By dreamy and ricli gnulatious laudwud ereep. 

Dark pinee tbat fluttering breozea roused ttoia 

Long mcndows where the illumined dew lajr 

pearled, 
The oipocCant air, tho voit encireling world, 
All thrilled with eagerness diviuoljr deep I 

Days afterward I roamed that same fair shore ; 

Bright surges broke on roeks with mellow row ; 

Both earth atid occaa laughed with goldaa 

But faintly, in opal distances of sky, 
Idke a bowed shape that crawls away to die 
Where none shall heed, I saw the old witb* 
ered moon I 

Edgar FaweM. 
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CROWNS. 

It chnneed that in the dubious dusk of sleep 

1 seemed to attain Uuit realm where mortals 
throw 

All gross mortality earthward ere they go 
Forth as frail spirits amid death's hollow deep. 
All folly and sin was here tliat life may reap, 

All desperate fear and hope, all joy or woe ; 

And hero all preeious crowns the exalted 
know, 
Lay gathered in superb tumultuous heap I 

Stooping toward these, I marked with silent 
awe 
Their ponderous gold, or gems that beamed 
like day. 
Or lovelier laurel that grand brows had 
worn ; 
But hid below the beauty of each, I saw 
Continually, in grim recurrent way, 
The poignanoe of one small red-rusted 
thorn I 

Edgar Faweett. 
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THE HOURS. 

Once amid sleep I saw the twelve sweet Hoars 
Go lightly along, gay sisters, haiid in bond. 
Some with gold ilcxuous hair aud faces bland, 
Some dusky as night and wearing stars like 

riowcrs. 
" Ah, lovely ! " I murmured, — but the secret 
powers 
Of shinilicr, issuing an occult command. 
Changed these fair wanderers to a mournful 
band 
Tluit moved with earthward brows through leaf- 
less bowers. 

Then faintly across my dream a voice was borne. 

" Tlio forms you first beheld, so blithe of 

mien, 

Look thus to eyes that hope's warm glory 

cheers ; 

While they that walk f uuercal aud forlorn. 

Though still the same, by diiteriug eyes are 

seen 

Through shadow of anguish and cold mist 

of tears.*' 

KHgar Fawettt. 
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A TIGER - ULY. 

Stranqic thai in jour dark-clappled saiiguiue 
flower 
The Beul|iiureM|uo repose caii still endure 
Of that eclestial lily, wrought so pure 

It lires as chastity's white typo this hour I 

By what mysterious art, wliat Imlcful power, 
Did you, Diana of all blooms, nlluro 
From Nature's mood this Mionad vcstiiure, 

And mock with gaudy tints your taiutlcss dower ? 

Nay, long ago, I dream, through some warm 
dell 
Of Asian lands a wearied tiger stole 

Where you, in pale bud, felt your first dews 
cling ; 
And while he slept beneath you, it befell 
Thai all his deadly beauty pierced your soul 
And made you tlus fantastic sultry thing t 

Edffar Fattcett, 
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A VOLUME OP DANTE. 

I UK niii*oa(l, nlone. None hcctleth uie. 
Day after day tho cobwebs iiro uiuiwopt 
From my dim covers. I Imvo laiu and slept 

III dust and darkness for a century. 

An old forj^otten volume, I. Yet sco t 

Such mighty words within my heart are kept 
That, reading once, great ArioHto wept 

In vain despair so impotent to bo. 

And once, witli pensive eyes and drooping head. 
Musing, Vittoria Colonna came, 

And touched my leaves with dreamy finger 
tips, 
Lifted mo up half absently, and read ; 

Then kissed tho page with sudden tender lips» 
And sighed, and murmured one bclovtfd 
name. 

CaroHn^ Wilder FeUawu. 
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THE CRICKET. 

Oh t little erickot tliat the eTeiiini; long 
Dott tell tlij ttory to tho silent hours 
While the dew falls upon the thirsty flowers I 

What is the burden of thy eenscless song 7 

A tale of loTe 7 or secrets that belong 
To the dim solitudes of mined towers, 
Whoso crumbling walls the iry loaf embow- 
ers ? 

Or drolleries of Titania*s shadowy throng 7 

Thou art a friend, so ancient legends tell, 
Tliat with tho |K>wer of mystic sorcery 

Guardcst the heartli where Uiou dost love to 
dwell, 
And with thy qimint and pleasant com|>any 

The night's deep loneliness thou dost disjtel, 
Thoa merry ohief of insect minstrelsy t 

J)ond akaaU Fmfr. 
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A CniLDS GRAVE. 



tc o( iiiiliiiid colli ami gntj, 
Iti rocky groiitiil to n-ccil niul thistle gnira. 
At tboii};!! llic iiiiwiitclicd wind luid rvnpod Mid 

Along ita b1i>|>i'ii for iiiniiy a ycftr luid day ; 
And ill tho iiiiiUt, ns if a p^vo lUimlil ttraj 
Anil loM) itself nmuiit; tlio liilU nlonc, 
A cliild's BHinll niuiiiid mid pitiful hcndstona. 
The uidy fiiir thing near, not fur away 
With liiislii!d niiininir dutli bewildered roam 
A little briHik, niul round the liiiHlncniie wind. 
As its dcM'rtctl luoiiiitain aoiirco it Mniglit 
To gnii) anew ; it ■coined like a. lust uiiud, 
Tknt ill soiiio desuhitt) tmct, uiiiun|ipod of 

Ihonght, 
Waudon, olouo, and far from any lioine. 

WiUiam PrttMt Fmut, 
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EVENINO. 

AOB cmnnot wither her whom not gray hairs 
Nor furrowed cheeks hare made the thrall 

of Time ; 
For Spring lies hidden under Winter's rime, 
And riolets know the Tictory is theirs. 

Eren so the eom of Egypt, unawares, 

Proud Nilus shelters with engulfing slime ; 
So Etna's hardening crust a more sublime 
Volley of pent-up fires at last prepares. 

O face yet fair, if paler, and serene 

With sense of duty done without complaint 1 
O Tcnerable orown I — a liTiug green. 

Strength to the weak, and courage to the faint — 
Thy bleaching locks, thy wrinkles, hare but 

been 
Frssh beads upon the rosary of a saint. 

ITeiMfiir PkiUipt Oarriton. 
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FREEDOM OF THE MIND. 

High walls and hugpo the body may confine, 
And iron grates obstruct the prUouer's gaxe» 
And massive bolts may baffle his design, 
And vigilant keepers watch his devious ways; 
Yet scorns the immortal mind tliis base control t 
No eliains can bind it, and no cell iudoso ; 
Swifter than light, it flics from pole to pole. 
And in a flash from earth to heaven it goea I 
It leaps from mount to mount ; from vale to 

vale 
It wanders, plucking honeyed fruits and flowen ; 
It visits homo, to hear tlio fireside tale, 
Or, in sweet converse, pass the joyous houni. 
'T is up before the sun, roaming afar. 
And, in its watches, wearies every star t 

William IJoyd Garrimm, 
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ON AN ETRU8CAN TOMB. 

Oh thy rongh ttdes, O einemxy urn I 

Two ihouBand yean and more iliese warriors 
fight; 

One lifts the shield and one the sword to 
smite ; 
The end it is not given ns to discom. 
Nor yet the purport of that strife to leanu 

Scorn not my reading, terrible if trite. 

AH life is such a battle, until the night 
Falls, and cplionicral heats to ashes bum. 

Lo I on tlie lid, wrapt closely to the chin 
In the long sheet, arms limp upon the breast. 
Head drooped and turned, a form of perfect 
rest ; 
Strewn to the wind the dust that lay herein ; 
Yet on this sepulchre the Etniscan faith 
Carred unmistakably a Sleep — not Death. 

WniMm Gibton. 
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GENOA. 

GEmrLT, OS roses die, tho day declines ; 

On the charmed nir there is a hnsh the while; 

And delicate are tlio twilight tints that smile 
Upon the sinnniits of the Apennines. 
Tho moon is up ; and o*er tho wann wave shines 

A fairy hrtdge of light, whoso hcams beguile 

Tlie fancy to some secret summer islo 
Wliero Love may dwell, which only Love divines. 

Tho blue light of Italian summer falls 
Around us ; over the cr3'8talline swell 

I SCO tho lamps lit in her tier of halls 
And bid to Genoa the Superb farewell. 

Home of Columbus I having dwelt in thee, 

I dream of undiscovered lands at seal 
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THE CELESTIAL PASSION. 

O WHITE and midnigbt sky, O starry batli, 

Wash me in thy pure, heareuly, crystal flood ; 

Cleanse me, ye stars, from earthly soil and 
scath — 

Let not one taint remain in spirit or bloo<l t 
Receive my soul, ye burning, awful deeps ; 

Touch and baptize roe with the mighty power 

That in ye thrills, while the dark planet sleeps; 

Make me all yours for one blest, secret hour t 
O glittering host, O high angelic choir, 

Silence each tone that with thy music jars ; 

Fill me even as an urn with thy white fire 
Till all I am is kindred to the stars t 

Make me thy child, thou infinite, holy night, — 

So shall my days be full of heaTenly light I 

Rkkard WaU(m GUdtr, 
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"MY SONGS ARE ALL OF THEE.'* 

My son^ ore all of thoo, what though I sing 
Of morning when the stars are yet in sight. 
Of evening, or the melancholy night, 
Of birds that o*er the reddening waters wing; 

Of song, of fire, of winds, or mists that cling 
To mountain-tops, of winter all in white, 
Of rivers that toward ocean take their flighty 
Of summer when the rose is blossoming. 

I think no thought that is not thine, no breath 
Of life I breathe beyond thy sanctity ; 
Tliou art the voice that silence uttereth, 

And of all sound thou ait the sense. From thee 
The music of my song, and what it saith 
Is but the beat of thy heart, throbbed through 
me. 

Richard Waium Gilder. 
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ON THE LIFE-MASK OF ABRAHAM 

LINCOLN. 

Tnra bronxe doth keep the rerj form and mold 
Of our great martyr's face. Yea, Uiis is lie : 
That brow all wisdom, all benignitj ; 
That human, humorous mouth ; those cheeks 
that hold 
Like some harsh landscape all the summer's 
gold; 
That spirit fit for sorrow, as the sea 
For storms to beat on ; the lone agony 
Those silent, patient lips too well foretold. 
Yes, this is he who ruled a world of men 
As might some prophet of tlie elder day, — 
Brooding aboTe the tempest and the fray 
With deep-eyed thought and more than mortal 
ken. 
A power was his beyond the touch of art 
Or arm^ strength : his pure and mighty 
heart. 

Richard Wation Gilder, 
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THE SONNET. 

What ia a sonnet ? 'T is the pearly shell 
That murmurs of the far-off murmuring 
A precious jewel carved most curiously ; 
It is a little picture painted well. 

What is a sonnet ? 'T is the tear that fell 
From a great poet's hidden ecstasy ; 
A two-edged sword, a star, a song — ah me f 
Sometimes a heavy-tolling funeral bell. 

This was the iiame that shook with Dante'a 
breath ; 
The solemn organ whereon Milton played, 
And the clear glass where Shakespeare '• 
shadow falls : 

A sea this is — beware who ventureth t 
For like a fjord the narrow floor is laid 
Mid-ocean deep to the sheer mountain walla. 

Richard Wation GUd^r, 
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BABY. 

DiMPT^RD And fliisliod Olid dewy pink ho lies, 
Crumpled and tomcd and Inpt in unowy bands; 
Aiiulcfisly reaching with liis tiny hands. 
Lifting in wondering gaso \\\n great hhio eyes. 
Sweet )>onting li|iii| ]iarted by breathing sighs ; 
Soft clieeks, warm-tinted nil from tropic hinds ; 
Framed with brown linir in shining silken 
strands, — 
All fair, all pnro, a snnbeam from the skios t 
O perfect innocence I O soul enshrined 
In blissful ignorance of good or ill, 
By never gale of idle passion crossed t 
Although thou art no alien from thy kind, 
Tliough |iain and dcatli may take thee captive, 
still 
Throngh sin, at least, thine E<len is not lost. 

Klaint Goodalt. 
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MOTOEli. 

UrON her snowy oouoli sho drooping lies, 
A Iniij^iior oil her limbs Ihat sccnis R grucOy 
A snertMl pallor on her lily face, 
A hlessed light reilectcd in her eyes, 
8ho knows who drew her strength and would 
not rise ; 
Forgetting self, she rests a littlo spnec, 
Sees her warm life-bloo<l niantlo in his faco. 
And strains lu*r oar to cateh his waiting cries. 
O wondrous mother-love t how strange and deep, 
With what vibrating thrill of tenderness ; 
To give the glow, and lie a jmllid ilowcr. 
To give the light, and smile, and wait to weep I 
Sweet Li thine infant's warm nnconscionsnoss, 
But swootor thy mysterious snored ]M)wer 1 

Elaine Goodal$» 
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VENICE. 

*Gaimbt tho diuUgold of morn's oaiidosoeiit sky 
Strike dome aiid eampaiiiloi shnrp niul clear. 
Jangling sweoi bolls on ilio sttll oily*s ear. 
Strange scents of musk and myrtle hover nigh ; 
Tho frail |M>niegranato-blossonis, hanging high 
AboTe tlic dark canal, drop straight and sheer, 
Drift on, a crimson lleet, then disappear. 
lligli-hen|ied with snti-kissed fniits, the boats 

goby 
With ctuleneed oar to the gay market-place, 
Where pnr]ile, bloomy grapes, for Tory stress 
Of swollen sweetness, bnrst and spill their 

wine ; 
Where bronzbd melons lie, in shade and 
shine, 
And the Sea City's definite impress 
Glows in swart splendor from each dnsky face. 

BtaU (7my. 
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AMONG THE FLAGS 

IN DOIUO HALL, MAHHAUUUHKTm 8TATK UOUIB. 

Dkau witiiossoM, nil IiiuiiiioiiH, eI(M|iioiit, 
Stiiokotl thickly i)u tho toHsoliitod llcMir I 
Tho Holilior-liloiHl Htii*8 in mo, as of yoro 
III H\n) ami i^nuulsirt^ who to battlo wout : 
I Hooni tu know tho Hhadtul valley tout, 
Thu armed and boanlod men, tho thrill of war, 
Httrsos that pranco to hoar tho eannoii roar, 
Shrill hii^lo-i'all.4, and camp-Are morrimuiii. 
And aM fair HyndiolH c»f heroic things. 
Not void of tears minu eyes nuiat o*on bohold 
Those banners lovelier as tho deeper uwrrod : 
A panejb^yrie never writ for kings 
On every tarnished stall and tattered fold ; 
Aud by them, tranquil spirits standing guard • 

LouUc Imogem Quimtjf* 
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KNIQHT FAUSTAFF. 

I AAW the dusty curtain, ages old. 

Its purple tatters twitched aside, and lo I 

The fourth King Harry's reign in lusty show 

Behind, its deeds in living file outroUed 

Of peace and war ; some sage, some mad, and 

hold: 
Last, near a tree, a hridled neighing row 
With latest spoils cncumhcrcd, saints do know. 
By Hal and Hal*8 boon cronies ; on the wold 
Laughter of prince and commons ; there and 

here 
Travelers fleeing ; drunken thieves that sang ; 
Wild bells ; a tavern's echoing jolly shout ; 
Signals along the highway, full of cheer ; 
A gate that dosed with not incautious clang. 
When that sweet rogue, bad Jack 1 came lum- 
bering out. 

L«mm Imofftn Gmmty, 
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THE POET'S PRAISE. 

Who feels knows deeper truth than he who 
And lives with God in greater harmony ; 
With Nature rests in closer sympathy. 
And draws her honey like the tireless beet. 



He holds the beauty which forever ilces 
Near to his soul ; he hears the melody 
Which rings through time and through etomity; 
He knows the hopes and loves which alwayi 
please. 

Therefore, poet, will I speak thy praise 
And listen to the music of thy song, 
Or reverent twine about thy brow the bays, 
And to thy faithful worshipers belong ; 
For purest truth finds voice in thy sweet lays, 
And perfect love which makes hearts glad and 
strong. 

Etnry Hamilton. 
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CLOUD FANTASIES. 

WiiJ>, rapid, dark, like dreams of threatening 
doom, 

Low cloitd-rackfl send before the level wind ; 

Beneath them, the bare moorlands, blank and 
blind, 

Stretch, mournful, through pale lengths of glim- 
mering gloom ; 

Afar, grand uiimio of tlie sca-wavcs* boom. 

Hollow, yet bweet as if a Titan pined 

0*er deathless woes, yon mighty wood, con- 
signed 

To autumn's blight, bemoans its perished 
bloom ; 

The dim air creeps with a vague shuddering 
thrill 

Down from those monstrous mists the sea-gale 
brings. 

Half -formless, inland, poisoning earth and sky ; 

Most from yon black cloud, shaped like vam- 
pire wings 

Or a lost angel's visage, deathly-still, 

Uplifted toward some dread eternity. 

Paul Hamilton Hayne, 



^ 'iA<V». J t^-JtiilL 



wmmm. 



wm^mmmmmmmm 



J 




AMERICAN SONNETS 91 



FRESHNESS OF POETIC PERCEPTION. 

Day follows day ; years perish ; still mine eyes 
Arc opened on the self-same round of spaee ; 
Yon fadeless forests in their Titan grace, 
Aiid the large splendors of those opulent skies. 
I watch, unwearied) the miraculous dyes 
Of dawn or sunset ; the soft boughs which laoe 
Round some eoy dryad in a lonely place, 
Thrilled with low whispering and strange syU 

van sighs : 
Weary ? The poet's mind is fresh as dew, 
And oft refilled as fountains of the light. 
His clear child's soul finds something sweet and 

new 
Even in a weed's heart, the carved leaves of 

corn, 
The spear-like grass, the silvery rim of mom, 
A oloud rose-edged, and fleeting stars at night I 

Paul EawtiUon Hajfne, 
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A COMPARISON. 

I TRurK, of tUmet, that livei of men may be 
Likened to wandering winds that come and go» 
Kot knowing whence they rise, whither they 

blow 
O'er the vast globe, voieefol of grief or glee. 
Some lives are buoyant xcphyrs sporting free 
In tropic sunshine ; some, long winds of woe 
That shun the day, wailing with murmurs low, 
Through haunted twilights, by the unresting 



Others are ruthless, stormful, drunk with 

might. 
Bom with deep passion or malign desire : 
They rare *mid thunder-peals and clouds of Are. 
Wild, reckless all, save that some power un* 

known 
Guides each blind force till life be overblown, 
Lost in Tagm hoUows of the fathomless night 

Pmml JIawUUom Jlitpns. 
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EVE. 

I^NE iu the sunrise of primeval day, 

More lovely than the virgin world aroand» 

With fingers pressed on lips that made no 

sound, 

She stood and gazed. Spread out before her 

lay 

The future — and the clouds were rolled away. 

The war of kings in empires still unfound, 

The crash of cannon that should yet resoundt 

She heard, and saw the great world rock and 
sway. 

Across the crimson sky above her head 

There came a cry of children asking food ; 
A wail of women for the nation's dead 

Went upward to the stars. So pale she stood ; 
Then to some secret place in Eden fled, 
And wept in presage of her motherhood. 

William Jatnei Hendenon, 
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THE FLATMATE HOUR& 

Dawic lingers silent in tlie shade of night, 
Tin on the gloaming Baby's laughter rings. 
Then smiling Day awakes, %nd open flings 
Her golden doors, to speed the shining flight 

Of restless hours, gay children of tlie light. 
Each eager playfellow to Baby brings 
Some separate gift, — a flitting bird that sings 
With her ; a waving branch of berries briglit; 

A heap of rustling leaves ; each trifle cheers 
This joyous little life but just begun. 
Ko weary hour to her brings sighs or tears ; 

And when the shadows warn the loitering sun, 
With blossoms in her hand, nntouched by 

fears, 
8b6 softly falls asleep, and day is done. : 

Marjf iXkaekw) Higgimon. 
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SONNET TO DUTT. 

LionT of dim mornings ; shield from heat and 
cold ; 
Balm for nil ailments ; substitute for praise ; 
Comrade of those who plod in lonely ways 
(AVays that grow lonelier as the years wax 
old); 
Tonic for fears ; check to the overbold ; 

Nurse, whoso calm hand its strong rcstrio* 

tion lays, 
Kind but resistless, on our wayward days ; 
Mart, where high wisdom at vast price is sold; 
Gardener, whoso touch bids the rose-petals fall, 
The thorns endure ; surgeon, who human 

hearts 
Searches t with probes, though the death touch 
be given ; 
Spell that knits friends, but yearning loven 
parts ; 
Tyrant relentless o*cr our blisses all ; — 
Oh, can it be, thine other name is Heaven? 

Thomai Wtntworth JJiggituon. 
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SUB PONDERS CRESCIT. 

Can this be he» whom morning footstep trod 
O'er the green earth as in a regal home ? 
Whose Toice rang out beneath Uio skyey 

dome 
Like the high utterance of a yonthful god 7 
Now with wan looks and gaze that seeks the 
sod, 
Restless and purposeless as occnn-foam. 
Across tlie twilight Acids I sco him roam 
With shoulders bowed, as shrinking from the 
rod. 
lift tlie old-time light within tliino eyes 1 
Set free tlie pristine passion from thy 

tongue I 
Strength grows with burdens ; make an end 
of sighs. 
Let thy thoughts soar again their mates among, 
And as yon oriole's eager matins rise, 
Abroad once more be thy strong anthem 
flung I 

TkewMt Wtntworth Biggin$on, 
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THE SNOWING OF THE PINES. 

Softer than silence, stiller tluui still air, 

Float down from high pino-bouglis the ilen* 

dcr leaves. 
Tho forest floor its annual boon receivet 
That eonies like snowfall, tireless, tranquil, 
fair. 
Gently they glide, gently thoy clothe the bare 
Old rocks witli grace. Their fall a mantle 

weaves 
Of paler yellow than autumnal sheaves 
Or those strange blossoms the witch-hazeU 
wear. 
Athwart long aisles tho sunbeams pierce their 
way ; 
High up, tho crows are gathering for tho night; 
Tlio delicate needles till the air ; tho jay 
Takes through their golden mist his radiant 
flight ; 
They fall and fall, till at November's close 
The snowflakcs drop as lightly — snows on 
snows. 

Tkomn* Wentwwth Higgimon* 
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"8INGB CLEOPATRA DIED." 



** BInea C1«o|«trA di«d, 
I lMT« liv^ la Mch dtdMoor thAt tha wortd 
Dotli woBitor al mj »— — — »» 



"Since Cleopatra died I ** Long yean are past. 
In Antooj*! faney, since the deed was done. 
LoTe eoonts its epochs, not from sun to sun, 
But by the heart-throb. Mercilessly fast 
Time has swept onward since she looked her 
last 
On life, a queen. For him the sands have 

run 
Whole ages through their glass, and kings 

hare won 
And lost their empires o*er earth's surface 
Tast 
Since Cleopatra died. Ah I Love and Pain 
I^Iake their own measure of all things that be. 
No clock's slow ticking marks their deathless 
strain ; 
The life they own is not the life we see ; 
Love's single moment is eternity : 
Eternity, a thoaght in Sliakspcare's brain. 
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MEMORY. 

What wo miscall our lifo is Memory : 
We walk upon a narrow path between 
Two gulfs — what is to be, and wliat has booiit 
Led by a guide wlioso name is Destiny ; 
Beyond is sightless gloom and mystery, 
From wlioso unfathomable deptlis wo glean 
Cliaotie hopes and tcrrora, dimly seen 
Reflections of a past reality. 
Beliind, pursuing through the twilight haze, 
The pliantom people of the past appear ; 
Hope, liappmess and sorrow, fruitless strife^ 
And all the loved and lost of other days ; 
They crowd upon us closer year by year, 
Till we as phantoms haunt some other life. 

Charlti Lolin BUdretk. 
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THE VIOLIN. 

Thk Heart's Own Voice, tweet viol, by thj 
name, 
Whose throbbing chords are tuned to every 

tone 
Of passion's scale to hnman bosom known. 
Dost thon discourse of love? The lover's 

frame 
Responsive trembles and reveals the flame. 
Is grief thy theme ? What sympathy is 

shown 
On every face I Mayhap there bursts a 
moan. 
Thy gentle chiding wakens conscious blame. 
Spontaneous pleasure leads the nimble dance 
"WHiere'cr thy wizard wand a challenge flings, 
'Neath stately roof or green-wood tree per- 
chance. 
And when repentance wavers o'er the strings 
Their pleading prayers the contrite heart 

entrance, 
And waft it heavenward as on angel wings. 

Wurrtn Holdtn, 
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TWO HOMES. 

I HASTEN homeward, UirougL the gathering 

niglit, 
Tow'rd tho dear ones who in expectance sweet 
Await the coininfj of my weary feet, 
With faces in tlio hearth-fire glowing bright, 
And please my heart with many a lovely tight 
Of way-worn neighbors, stepping from the 

street 
Through doors tlirown wide, and bursts of 

light that greet 
Their entrance, painting all their paths with 

white ; 
And then I think, with a great thrill of bliss, 
That all the world, and all of life it brings. 
Tell mo true tales of otlier realms than this, 
As faithful types of spiritual things ; 
And so I know that home's rewarding kiss 
Insures the hope of heaven that in me springs. 

Jotiah Gilbert ffollaluU 
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MEARINO THE SNOW-UNE. 



Slow toiling opward from Uie mist/ vale, 
I leaTO the bright enamelled zones below ; 
No more for me their beaateous bloom shall 
glow, 

Tlieir lingering sweetness load the morning 

g*i«; 

Few are the slender flowerets, scentless, pale. 
That on their iee-elad stems all trembling 

blow 
Along the margin of onmelting snow ; 
Yet with unsaddened roioe thj verge I hail, 
White realm of peaoe aboTe the flowering- 
line ; 
Welcome thj frozen domes, thy rocky spires I 
O'er thee nndimmed the moon-girt planets 
shine, 
On thy majestio altars fade the fires 
That filled the air with smoke of rain desires, 
And all the vnelooded blue of hearen is 
thinel 
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1043 "VERITAS" 1878. 
(the harvard ukiyebsity motto.) 

Truth : So tho frontlet's older legend ran, 
On tbo brief record's opening page displayed; 
Not yet those clear-eyed scholars were afraid 
Lest tlio fair fruit that wrought the woe of 

man 
By far Euphrates, — where one sire began 
His search for truth, and seeking, was be- 
trayed, — 
Might work new treason in their forest shade. 
Doubling the curse that brought life's shortened 

span. 
Kurse of tho future, daughter of the past. 
That steru phylactery best becomes thee now : 
Lift to the morning star thy marble brow I 
Cast thy bravo truth on every warring blast I 
Stretch thy white hand to that forbidden 
bough, 
And let thine earliest symbol be thy last I 

Oliver Wendell Hoimti. 
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TO J. O. WHITTIKR ON HIS EIGHTIETH 

BIRTHDAY. 

Fkibxd, whom thj fonncore winters leaTe 

more dear 
Tbftn when life*t roseate summer on thj cheek 
Bomed in tlie flush of manhood's manliest 

year, 
Lonelj, how lonelj I is the snowy peak 
Thy feet have reached, and mine have climhed 

so near I 
Close on thy footsteps mid the landscape drear 
I stretch my hand thine answering grasp to 

Warm with the love no rippling rhymes can 
speak I 

Look hackwards I From thy lofty height sur- 
vey 

Thy years of toil, of peaceful victories won, 

Of dreams made real, largest hopes outrun 1 

Look forward I Brighter than earth's morning 
ray 

Streams the pure light of Heaven's unsetting 
sun, 

The all unclouded dawn of life's immortal day I 

(Hittr Wtndtll ffotmts. 
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THE BOULDER. 

O'er the gray boulder seamed and scarred hy 
tinio 
My searching thought its questioning thread 

would wind, 
The secret of these crevices to find, 
Lettered in creeping lichen's cnisting rime. 
And while I trace each deep mysterious line 
Of subtle force that shaped the cleavage 

grand 
And fitted block to block with master-hand 
I read the hieroglyphs of thought divine : 
Record of icons by God's finger graved ; 
Of fire and glacier, crystallizing laws, 
Atoms obedient to a central cause, 
All patient power for endless purpose saved ; — 
I, but one grain of dust upon earth's sphere. 
Make altar of the rock and worship here. 

Louisa Partont (Stone) ffopkim. 
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COLUMBU& 

Hb fiiled. He reached to gnuip Hesperides, 
To inek the footeoorae of Uie snn, that flics 
Toward tome fai^wettcrn oouch, aud watch its 



Bat fell on anknowa sand-reefsy chains, disease. 

lie won. With splendid daring, from the seas' 

Hardy niggard fist he plncked the glittering 
prise, 

And gave a virgin world to Europe's ejes, 

Where gold-dust choked the streams, and spice 

the hreeze. 

He failed fulfillment of the task he planned, 
And drooped a wearj head on empty hand, 
Uneonscioos of the Taster deed he 'd done ; 
Bot rojral legaej to Ferdinand 
He left : a key to doorways gilt with sun, — 
And prondest title of •* Worid-father " won I 
Otoryt Wmtkimgiam Wright MougkUm, 
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SNOW BORN. 

Wmi Autumn's latest breath there ofune a 

chill 

Of brooding saclucss, as o'er pleasures dead ; 

Aud through the sunless day, with silent 

tread, 

There seemed to pass, o'er vale and wooded 

hill, 
The footsteps of some messenger of ill. 

Through forest ways with rustling leaves 

o'crsprcad, 
The pine boughs whispered low of bodings 
dread, 
Aud all the air a mystery seemed to fill. 
But in the shadows of enfolding night, 
From out the bosom of the frosty air, 
Fell a baptismal robe of beauty rare ; 

And when, at kiss of da\m, awoke the earth, 
Each leaf and pine bough, clad in vesture 
white. 
Told of the peaceful hour of Winter's birth. 

lltnry Raymond IIowlantL 
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DISTANCE. 

How many lenguct of weary land and sea 

Can place thy spirit far apart from mine ? 

Can Inre from distance dim some silent sign 
To set my soul enfranchised far from thee, — 
Afar from eyes that never leave me free, 

From tones that stir my heart like mounting 
wine, 

From Presence thralling as some dream di- 
vine ? 
Alas I by night and day all stay with me. 

There is no distance, — not for those who 
know 
The silent countersign tliat makes them one, 
^Vhose thoughts are messengers that burn and 
glow, 
'AVith Love's sweet messages Uie winds out- 
run. 
Go, sail the seas I Go, seek the rising sun I 
Beyond my constant heart thou canst not go. 

J/ary (C7eMiii«r) {Amu) Hudtom, 
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BURNT snips. 

Love, sweet Lovo, who came with rosj sail 

And foaming prow Across tlio misty sea I 
Love, bravo I^ovc, wliose faith was full and 
frco 
Tliat lands of sun and gold, which could not 
fail, 
Lay in the west, that bloom no wintry gale 
Could blight, and eyes whose love thine own 
should be, 
Called thee, with steadfast voice of prophecy^ 
To shores unknown I 

O Love, poor Love, avail 
Tliee nothing now thy faiths, thy braveries ; 
There is no sun, no bloom ; a eold wind strips 
The bitter foam from off the wave where dips 
No more thy prow ; the eyes arc hostile eyes ; 
The gold is hidden ; vain thy tears and cries ; 
O Love, poor Love, why didst thou burn thy 
ships ? 

JftUn Afarin (Ftske) (Hunt) Jackmm, 
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OCTOBER. 

Dekdino aboTO the tpiej woods which blaxo, 
Aroh ikies so bine they flash, and hold the snn 
Immeasnrabl J far ; the waters mn 
Too slow, so freighted are the riTor-ways 
With gold of elms and birches from the maze 
Of forests. Chestnuts, clicking one by one, 
Escape from satin burs ; her fringes done, 
The gentian spreads them out in sunny days, 
And, like late revelers at dawn, the chance 
Of one sweet, mad, last hour, all tilings assail, 
And eonqnering, flush and spin ; while, to en- 
hance 
The spell, by sunset door, wrapped in a Tcil 
Of red and purple mists, the summer, pale, ^ 
Steals baek alone for one more song and dance. 
Bd— Maria {FUU) (Bumi) Jackson. 
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THOUGHT. 

Messenger, art thou thoking, or I ? 
Thou (lAllicst outsido tho palace |;;ato 
Till on thino idle amior lio tlio late 

And heavy dews : tho mom's bright, soomfol 

eye 
Reminds thee ; then, in subtle mockery, 
Thou smilest at tho window where I wait, 
Who bade mo ride for life. In empty stato 
My days go on, while false hours prophesy 
Thy quick return ; at last, in sad despair, 

1 cease to bid thee, leave tlieo free as air ; 
When lo, thou stand'st before me glad and fleet, 
And lay'st undreanicd-of treasures at my feet. 
All I messenger, thy royal blood to buy, 

I am too poor. Thou art the king, not I. 

BtUn Maria (Fiskt) (Hunt) Jackmm, 
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ARIADNE'S FAREWELL. 

The daughter of a king, how should I know 
That there were tinsels wearing face of gold, 
And worthless glass, which in the sunlight's 

hold 
Could shameless answer hack mj diamond's 

glow 
With cheat of kindred Are ? The currents 

■low, 
And deep, and strong, and stainless, which had 

rolled 
Through royal Tcins for ages, what had told 
To them, that hasty heat and lie could show 
As quick and warm a red as theirs ? 

Go free I 
The snn is breaking on the sea's blue shield 
Its golden lances ; by their gleam I see 
Thy ship's white sails. Go free, if scorn can 

yield 
Thee freedom I 

Then, alone, my love and I, — 
We both are royal ; we know how to die. 

HtUn Httrin (Fitkt) (ffunt) Jnckton, 
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TITLES. 

BoRM toTcroignB havo ito uuum bat tfaoae 

bestowed 
In baptism ; CoastAnce, Philip, — w> eKch Kge 
KauiTB tbcm, and deals of pnise or Uamo thoir 

wage, 
Aa hnrvcsts of good famo or ill tboj Mwed. 
So with tbo miglity, o'er whoM cnullo glowod 
The star of genius ; with that heritage 
Dante and Itaphael shino on hUtoiy's page 
Simple 03 vrhen they walked our common rood. 
Liko tliy great namesake, in wboM eauao tbo 

Of Troy was strcvii with corpses, wliil* ftbore 
Olympus heard tlio wrathful gods contend, 
So, 'mid the hom.ige of respect and love 
I.aid at thy feet by lover and by friend, 
Helen thou art, and Ilolen must remaiii, 

Luaa (ICAi'le) JttaUoK <OwtB /•Hwfcf). 
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BONDAGR 



** Akd this b freedom I " eried the serf. ** At 

last 
I tread free soily the free air blows on me ; " 
And, wild to learn the sweets of liberty, 
With eager hope his bosom bounded fast. 
But not for naught had the long years amassed 
Ilabit of slarery ; among the free 
He still was senrile, and, disheartened, he 
Crept back to the old bondage of the past. 
Long did I bear a hard and heavy chain 
Wreathed with amaranth and asphodel. 
But through the flower-breaths stole the weary 

pain. 
I cast it o£f and fled, but 't was in vain ; 
For when once more I passed by where it fell, 
I took it ap and bound it on again. 

Lucia ( Whitt) Jcnniton {Owtn InntUy), 
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HER ROSES. 

Against her mouth she pressed the rosO| and 

there, 
'Neath the caress of lips as soft and red 
As its own petals, quick the bright bud spread 
And oped, and iluug its fragrance on the air. 
It ne'er again a bud*s young grace can wear 7 
O love, regret it not ! It gladly shod 
Its soul for thee, and though thou Idss it dead 
It does not munnur at a fate so fair. 
Thus, once, thou breath'dst on me, till every 

germ 
Of love and song broke into rapturous flower. 
And sent a challenge upwards to the sky. 
What if too swift fruition set a term 
Too brief to all things ? I have lived my hour, 
And die contented, sinco for thee I die. 

Lucia {WhUt) Jtnniton {Owtn ImntUjf). 
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AT SEA. 

What lici beyond the far horizon's rim 7 

Ah 1 could our ship but reach and anchor there, 

What wondroua fcenea, what Tisions bright 

and fair 
Would meet the eyci that gnzed across the 

brim I 
But though we crowd the canvas on and trim 
Our bark with skill, the proud wares seem to 

bear 
No nearer to that goal, and ercrywhere 
Stretches an endless circle wide and dim. 
So do wo dream, treading the narrow path 
Of life, between the bounds of day and night. 
To-morrow turns this page so often conned : 
But when to-morrow comcth, lo I it Imth 
Tlie limits of to-day, and in its light 
Still lies far off the unknown heaven beyond. 
Imeia ( H^hiit) Jtnniiom (Owen InntUy), 
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A FRIENDSHIP. 

Small fellowship of daily conixnonplaoo 
Wo hold togcthory dear, constrained to go 
Diverging ways. Yet day by day I know 
My life is sweeter for thy lifo's sweet groco ; 
And if wo meet but for a moment's space, 
Thy touchy thy word, sets all the world 

aglow. 
Faith soars sorcucr, haimting doubts shrink 

low, 
Abashed before tho sunshine of thy face. 
Nor press of crowd, nor waste of distonoo 
servos 
To part us. Every hush of evening brings 
Some hint of thee, true-hearted friend of 
mine ; 
And as tho farther planet thrills and swenres 
When towards it tlirough the darkness Saturn 

swings, 
Even so my spirit feels the spell of thine. 

Sophie Jtwttt {Ellen Burrougke), 
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ON NEARINQ WASHINGTON. 

Cmr of homes and in my heart my home^ 
Though other itreeti ezaet a grudging f co : — > 
How leap my pidaet when afar I see 
The dawn ereep whitening down thy solemn 
dome ! 

For now my care-rcstrictod steps may roam 
Thy urban grores — a forest soon to bo — - 
Where, like thy shining river, placid, free, 
Contentment dwells and beckons me to come* 

Ah, city dear to lorers ! — that dost keep 
For their delight what Mays and what No* 

rembers I — 
Kindling the flame, and if it erer sleep. 
New-lighting it within the breathing embers ; 
Dear eren in their sorrow 1 for when they 

weep 
*T'm for rare joys, seareo known till Lore 



Biolbifi Umderwood Jokntom, 
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UNDER BROOKLYN BRIDGE. 

O IIE8TLR88 tlirong, matted on the shovel 
Tliat eats the moonlit reaches of tho riTer, 
Yo feel them too, those mysteries thtJL qniTer 
Through decfM of tenderness on high, helaw. 
Shooting in stars, glancing through €]res 

glow 
Yellow, red, green among the harks, and shiTcr 
Tho North with splendors from a 

giver 
And seam the dark with lamps thai 

go. 

For hushed are hoof-stamp, hahhle and Um 

sharp 
Jangle of hells, and songs uncouth are still ; 
O'erfaead resounds tho Tast iEolian liarp 

Built for tlie god of storms bj human will. 
The Bridge — whose twin coloui with their 

warp 
FVame for tlie dawn's white feet a curring sill. 
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RIZPAH. 

Blown throagfa the gusty spaees of the night, 
The pale eloudi fleet like ghosts along the 

«ky; 
A fitful wind goes moaning feebly by, 
And the faint moon, poised o'er the craggy 

height, 
Dies in its own uncertain, misty light. 
Within the hills the water springs are dry ; 
The herbs are withered ; and the sand wastes 
lie 
Dim, wide, and lonely to the weary sight. 
Behold ! her awful rigil she will keep 
Through the wan night as through the burn- 
ing day ; 
Though all the world should sleep she will not 
sleep. 
But watch, wild-eyed and fierce, to scare 
away. 
As round and round, with hoarse, low cries they 
creep, 
From her dead sons the hungry beasts of 
prey. 

Jamti Btnjamin Kenyon, 
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APRIL. 

Capricioub April, beautiful coquette I 
Thou wearcst now a smilo and now a frown, 
Ad(1 now a pcusive air, with lids cast down. 
And thy sad visage with fresh tear-drops wot : 
Then, all at once, thou sadness dost forget, — - 
Thy forehead circling with joy's radiant cro¥ni. 
And laughing gayly, with a laugh thine own — 
Lovely in smiles, in tears more lovely yet. 
Thy favorites are not princes of the earth, 
Nor gay galLonts ; l)ut sons of lowly birth — • 
For ploughman and for planter are thy wilea ; 
Thy bird-toned voice calls rustics from tlie 

hearth 
To labor, while thy presence care beguiles, 
And quickens precious seed beneath thy 

and smiles. 
Elizabeth Clementine {Dodgt) (Stedtnan) Kinney, 
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TRAIUNQ ARBUTUa 

Dkab, loTcly flower, whoM fragraot lipt on* 

elose 
To breathe a benediction to the Spring, 
Soon as the bluebird and the robin sing ; 
Sweetest and best tliat in the woodland grows ; 
Flashed like the mom, or white as drifted 

snows ; 
I lore thee as a herald of the hours 
Tliat bring the beauteous train of forest flowers, 
And all fair things God's loving band bestows. 
But most for her sweet sake who held thee 

dear; 
Who, in glad Springs, roamed with me hand in 

hand 
These mossj paths where now alone I stray ; 
And yet whose gentle presence seems so near, 
I half forget her angel feet to-day 
Walk the green pastures of the better land. 

AlbeH LaighUm, 
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THE MOCKING BIRD. 

Superb and solo, upon a pluindd spray 
Tluit o'er tho gcnonil Icafago boldly grew, 
llo 8unini*d tho wootls in song ; or typio drow 
Tho watch of hungry liawks, tho lono dismay 
Of languid doves when long thoir lovors stray. 
And all birds' passion-plays that sprinkle dew 
At mom in brake or bosky avenue. 
Whato'er birds did or dreamed, this bird could 

say. 
Then down he shot, bounced airily along 
The sward, twitched in a grasshopper, made 

song 
Midflight, perched, prinked, and to his art 

again. 
Sweet Science, this largo riddle road me plain : 
How may the death of that dull insect be 
The life of you trim Shakspero on the tree 7 

Sidneji Lanier, 
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AN FRAU NANNETTE FALK-AUERBACIL 

Alb da im Saal mit deiner hiromlischeu Kuiuit 

fieetkoTen leigst, und seinem Willen nocli 
Mit den zohn Fiugem f iilmt dor Leuto Gunst, 

Zehn Zungen sagen wns der Meistcr apmoh. 
Schauend dich an, ich sell', dass nicht allein 

Da sitzcst : jotzt herab die Tone ziehn 
Beethovens Geist : er stoht boi dir, ganz rciu : 

Fiir dich mit Vatcn Stolz seiii' Aiigcu gliilui : 
£r sagty " Ich horto dich aus Iliinnielsluft, 

Dio kommt ja Diiher, wo oiu Kiinstler spiclt : 
Mein Kind (ich sagtc) mich zur £rdo ruft : 

Ja, wcil mein Arm kciu Kind im Leben hielt, 
GoU hat mir dich nach mcinem Tod gegeben, 
Nannette, Tochterl dich, mein zweites Lobcnl^ 

Sidney Lanier. 
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TO NANNETTK FALK-AUERDAdL 

Oft as I hear tlicc, wrapt in heaTcnlj art, 
Tlio lUAMivG message of ficeiboTen tell 
With thy ten fingers to the people's boart 
As if ten tongtics told news of hca 
hell, — 
Gaxing on tlicc, I mark that not alone. 

Ah, not alone, thou sittest : tlicrc, bj thoe, 
Beethoven's self, dear liring lord of tone. 
Doth stand and sniilo upon thy mastery. 
Full fain and fatherly his great eyes gl 
He says, '' From Heaven, my child* I 
thee call 
(For, where an artist plays, tho sky is low) : 
Yea, since my lonesome life did laek lore's 
all. 
In death, God gives roe thee : thus, quit of 

pain, 
Daughter, Xannette t in tliee I live again." 

Bidmtf Lmmier. 
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THE HARLEQUIN OF DREAMS. 

Swirr, through wnne trap mine eyes hare neror 
found, 
Dim-panelled in the painted scene of Sleep, 
Thouy giant Harlequin of Dreams, dost leap 
Upon mj spirit's stage. Then Sight and Sound, 
Then Space and Time, then Language, Mete 
and Bound, 
And all familiar Forms that firmly keep 
Man's reason in the road, change faces, peep 
Betwixt the legs and mock the daily round. 
Yet thou canst more than mock : sometimes my 
tears 
At midnight break through bounden lips — a 

sign 
Thou hast a heart : and oft thy little learen 
Of dream-taught wisdom works me bettered 
years. 
In one night witch, saint, trickster, fool dirine, 
I think thoo 'rt Jester at the Court of 
Hearen I 

Bidnijf Lanitr, 
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"THEY SAID." 

They said of her, *< What deeper natures feel 
Ilcr calm existence never can hare felt ;'* 
Tlioy said, *' Ilcr placid lips have never spelt 
Hard lessons tanght by Pain ; her eyes reveal 
No passionate yearning, no perplexed appeal 
To other eyes. Life and her heart have dealt 
With her but lightly." — When the Pilgrims 
dwelt 
First on these shores, lest savage hands should 

steal 
To precious graves with desecrating tread, 
The burial-field was with the ploughshare 

crossed, 
And there the maize her silken tresses tossed. 
With tliauks those Pilgrims ate their bitter 
■ bread, 
While peaceful harvests hid what they hod 
lost. 
What if her smiles concealed from you her 
dead? 

Lucy Larcom. 
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EMERSON. 

To theo iho prajor of all wm gmnicd — Light I 
IImmi hast felt lifo-wmrmth through tho age's 

rime, 
UasI pierced the mMk of flesh, the reil of 
time, 
That heart from heart and soul from soal he- 
night. 
And wIkwo kens Uij word to man aright 
FiimIs in tlio world a spiritunl clime, 
Bclndds the Present as a land snblime. 
Peopled witli beings of heroic height. 

To eras gone tlieir propliet-seers have brought 
God*s new-born tmtli to feed a hungering 
race ; 
And tliou, like those of old, hast read His 
thought 
Writ in the stars bj night; — His secret 
place, 
The solemn forest, tliou bj daj liast sought, 
And heard IlisToiee throngh lioughs tliat hid 
His face. 

Witbwr Lnmmort, 
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THE LOVEU'S YEAR. 

Tiiou Art iny morning, twilight, noon, and < 
My Sununor imd my Winter, Sprirg 

Full ; 
For Xntui*o loft on thco a touch of all 
Tlio nio(Kls thnt come to ghuUlcu or to gricv 
The heart of Time, with pur|K)HO to relievo 
From lagging AamcucM. So do tlioso U 

stnll 
In thoo 8uoh oVrhcnpod Bwcotnciiscs ah |hi 
Too dwiftly. And the tiinter tAAtolcM Icavo. 
Scenes that I love, to mo always roniaiii 

lloautifnl, whether nnder Knnmicr*s sun 
Beheld, or, Htorni-<lark, strickcu across n 
rain. 
So, through all humors thou 'rt tho sai 
Bweet one : 
Doubt not I love thee well in eaoh, who sco 
Tliy constant chango is changeful constancy. 

George Panont Lathroj 
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"0 WHOLESOME DEATH.** 

O WHOLBSOMK Deaths thj sombre funeral-car 
Looms ever dimlj on the lengthening waj 
Of life ; while, lengthening still, in sad arraj, 
Mj deeds in long procession go, that are 
As mourners of the man they helped to mar. 
I see it all in dreams, such as waylay 
The wandering fancy when the solid day 
Has fallen in smouldering ruins, and night's 

star, 
Aloft there, with its steady point of light 
Mastering the eye, has wrapped the brain in 
sleep. 
Ah, when I die, and planets hold their flight 

Above my grare, still let my spirit keep 
Sometimes its rigil of divine remorse, 
"Midst pity, praise, or blame heaped o'er my 
corset 

Otargt Panom Latkrep, 
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MY FATHERLAND. 

AN INCIDENT OF THE RETREAT OT THE TEN 

THOUSAND. 

I. 

The imperial boy had fallen in his pride 
Before tlic walls of golden Babylon. 
The host who deemed that priceless treasure 
won 

For many a day since then had wandered wide. 

By famine thinned, by savage hordes defied. 
In a deep vale, beneath the setting sun. 
They saw at last a swift black river run. 

While shouting spearsnicn tlirongcd the farther 
side. 

Then eagerly, with startled, joyous eyes, 
Toward the despondent chief a soldier flow : 
** I was a slave in Athens : never know 
My native country : but I understand 
The meaning of yon wild barbarian cries, 
And I believe this is my fatherland 1 " 

WUUnm Cittntton Lawton, 
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MT FATHERLAND, 
n. 

This glimpse hare we, no more. Did parents 
fond. 

Brothers, and kinsmen, hail his late return 7 

Or did he, doahlj exiled, only yearn 
To greet the Euxine's waves at Trebizond, 
The blue ^gean, and Pallas' towers beyond 7 

Mute is the record : we shall never learn. 

But when once more the well-worn page I 
turn, 
Forerer by reluctant schoolboys conned, 

A parable the tale to me appears. 
Of blacker uraters in a drearier vale. 
Ah me I when on that brink we exiles 
stand. 
As earthly lights and mortal accents fail. 
Shall Toices long-forgotten reach our ears 

To tell us we have found our fatherland 7 

William Cranston LawUm, 
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SYMPHONIC STUDIES. 

(ArrEB ItoRRRT SCHmUHK') 
PRELUDE. 

Blue itomi-cloiKls in Iiot boAvon* of mid-JuIj 
Hung licavy, brooding over Innd nnd *eft : 
Our bcuJ-ta, ti-lccmUlG, tiirobbcd in luutnonj 

With the wild, rcstlcsa tono of oiriUKl ekf. 

Shalt wo uot call bim Prosjioro who bold 
In bis oncli.'kiitvd liniids tlio fateful kej 
Of thnt tcni{)csliious hour's mystory. 

And with controlling wnnd our «iiirita apeU«d, 

With bim to wnnder by a sun-bright Ann, 
To hear fine, fairy voices, and to fly 

With disembodied Ariel oiic« more 

Above earth's wrack and ruin 7 Far mnd 
nigh 

The laughter of the tliunder echoed loud, 

And harmless lightnings leapt from eloud to 
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SYMPHONIC STUDIES. 

(AfTBB ROBKilT SCHUMAlfX.) 
BPILOOUR. 

Forth in the sunlit, nin-bathed air we stepped, 
Sweet with the dripping grass and flowering 



Tine. 



donds the pale sun 



And saw through 
shine. 
Back o'er the hills the rain-mist slowly crept 
Like a transiiarent ciirtaiu's silvery sheen ; 
And fronting us the (tainted bow was arched, 
Whercumlcr the majestic cloud-shapes 
marched : 
In the wet, jellow light the dazzling green 
Of lawn and hush and tree seemed stained with 
blue. 
Our hearts o'erflowed with peace. With 
smiles we spake 
Of partings in the past, of courage new, 
Of high achievement, . of the dreams that 
make 
A wonder and a glorj of our days. 
And all life's music but a hymn of praise. 

EwkmtL LaMar%9, 



AMERICAN SOXXETS 



DIVINA COMMEDIA. 



With tuow-wliitc veil tuid gnrmcuta «■ of fUi 
Sbo ■binds bvfor« tbce, wlio m lon^ ago 
("lUed tliy young bcart witli powiau »ud 



From wliicli i\\y long and all its 



Aud whilo with Bteni rebuke iha apoak* Vkj 



Tlio ice nliout thy licort melt* t* tin auow 
On niountnin liclfj^hts, mid in awift overflow 
Conice giishinf; from tliy lipiuitobiof ahaoM. 

Tlioii ninkcst full cotifossiou ; and agloani, 
Aa of tiio dnwii on aomo dnrk forcat coBt, 
Suemi oil tliy lifted forckead to inercaae ; 

Letbo and Euniki — tUo rcraombored droom 
And the forgotten aorrow — bring at laat 
Tliat perfect panlou wliich is perfect peaoe. 
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A SHADOW. 

I SAID unto mjtelf, if I were dead. 
What woold befall Uieae chUdren 7 What 

wcmld be 
Tlieir fate, wbo now are looking up to me 
For help and furtherance? Their Uvea, I 
said. 

Would be a volume wherein I have read 
But the first chapters, and no longer see 
To read the rest of their dear historj. 
So full of beaut J and so full of dread. 

Be comforted ; the world is Tcrj old, 
And generations pass, as they have passed, 
A troop of shadows moving with the sun ; 

Thousands of times has the old tale been told ; 
The world belongs to those who come the 

Ust, 
Thejr will find hope and strength as we have 



H§mrp Wadsmortk LamgfeBow. 



AHEKtCAX SO«H£Ta 



THE TWO EIVEBS. 

Slowly tiio hour-baitd of tbo oloek dm>tm 

So alowlj t)iat no hunuui eye bath power 
To aco it move I Slowlj in abiao orihower 
The p^uiitctl oliip cibove it, honioward bound, 

Sailt, but sccins luotiouleu, aa if aground ; 
Yet botli arrive nt last ; aud iu bit tower 
Tho slumberous watcluuau wakes and •triket 

tbo hour, 
A mullow, measured, molancbolj found. 

Miduiglit J tbo outpost of advancing da; 1 
Tbo frontier town and citadel of night I 
The watorabcd of Time, from whioU the 
■trcnma 

Of Yesterday mid To-iiiotro« take their wkj, 
One to tlie btiid of promise and of light. 
One to the land of dnrkncH and of dreams 1 
ihnrjr Wadneorlk L&ngf^iom. 
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THE CROSS OF SNOW. 

Lf the long, sleepless watches of the night, 
A gentle face — the face of one long dead ^ 
Looks at me from the wall, where round its 

head 
The night lamp casts a halo of pale light 

Here in this room she died; and soul more white 
Kerer through martyrdom of fire was led 
To its repose ; nor can in books bo read 
The legend of a life more boncdight. 

There is a mountain in the distant West 
That, sun-defying, in its deep ravines 
Displays a cross of snow upon its side. 

Such is the cross I wear upon my breast 
These eighteen years, through all the chan« 

ging scenes 
And seasons, ehangeless since the day she died. 

Utmry Wadiwartk LongfeUam, 



AHEHICAN souketh 



RECOMPENSE. 

As some great trco that deeper, day by day, 
TiikcB root iiitu (ho earth — Mino bAnlj- onk 
Tlint firuicc alniiJs for every tciiipeit itrukc. 

And gmpplcs wLtli hugo rocks wliidi twr iM 
way — 

Uoth push obrond, into the winds that sway, 
Now bmiichca and ticw buds, which luna pro- 

Td tuuvcB of living green, until they oloak 
Its trunk in beauly, and uow strouglh display, 
So doea tlic huiimn uoiil, ivhcu torn with grief. 
Grow strougor for the trial and the p<un. 
Reach out fur truths that know uot time uoc 
chouge, 
And liuld thcui fnat until they bring relief, 
^Vhile bo^Hi and gliulncss blosaoin out ngnin 
In beauty Dew and wonderful and Btmngc. 
WitUam Sindair Lord. 
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TO THB spntrr of keats. 

GmsAT MNily Umni aiiteii with me in my roomy 

Uplifting me with thy TMt» quiot eyei, 

On ii4iote full orbt» with kindly lustre, lies 

The twili^t wnrmth of mddy ember gloom : 

Thy elear, loft tones will oft bring sodden 

bloom 

Of hope secorep to him who lonely cries. 

Wrestling with the young poet's ngonies, 

Neglect and scorn, which seem n oertain doom : 

Tes I the few words which, like great thunder- 
drops, 

Thy large heart down to earth shook doubt- 
fully. 
Thrilled by the inward lightning of its might. 
Serene and pure, like gushing joy of light. 
Shall traek the eternal chords of Destiny, 
After the moon-led pulse of oeean stops. 

/ssMt BmrntO LmnlL 
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TO A FRIEKD, 



or dUreb. 

Truk as tlie sun's awn work, but mora raftned. 
It tells of lovo behind tho artUl'a vje. 
Of sweet companioiishipa with eartb anA akf , 
And aumineFB stored, tho ■unihine of tbe mind. 
What peace 1 Sure, ere jrou breathe, tho fiokla 



Will break itA truce and bend tliat grow^lnnM 

higli, 
Scarcely yet qiiiet from the gilded fly 
That Hits a more luxiinoiis perch to find. 
Thanks for a pleasure that can nerer poll, 
A serene moment, deftly caught and kept 
To make immortnl summer on my wall. 
Had he who drew such gladness erer wept ? 
Ask rather could he elso have loen at all. 
Or grown in Nature's mysteries on adept 7 

Jama JlmttU LmetU. 



^ 
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THE MAPLE. 

Tm Maple pats her corals on in Maj» 
While loitering frofto ahoat the lowlands cling, 
To be in tone with what the robins sing, 
Plastering new log-hats 'mid her branches graj; 
Bnt when the Aatunn southward tarns away, 
Then in her Teins bams most the blood of 

Spring, 
And everj leaf, intensely blossoming, 
Makes the year's sunset pale the set of day. 
O yoath anprescient, were it only so 
With trees yoa plant, and in whose shade 

reclinedt 
Thinking their drifting blooms Fate's coldest 

snow I 
Too carre dear names npon the faithful rind, 
Nor in that Temal stem the cross foreknow 
That Age shall bear, silent, yet nnresigned ! 

Jmmu RumiU L&wtU. 
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TO A LADY PLAYING ON THE CITHERN. 

So dreamy-soft iho notes, so far away 

They seem to fall, the horns of Oberon 

Blow their faint HuntVup from the good time 

gone ; 
Or, on a morning of long-withered May* 
Larks tinkle unseen o*er Claudian's arohes 

gray* 
That Homeward crawl from Dreamland ; and 

anon 
My fancy flings her cloak of Darkness on. 
To vanish from the dungeon of To-day. 
In happier times and scenes I seem to be. 
And, as her fingers flutter o'er the strings, 
The days return when I was young as she, 
And my fledged thoughts began to feel their 

wings 
With all HeaTen*s blue before them : Memory 
Or Music is it such enchantment sings ? 

James Rustell LowtlL 
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TO 

1 LOTS thee — not beeauae thy lore for me. 
Like a great sanrite, did o'enranlt my day 
With purple light, and wrought upon my way 
The morning dew in fresh emblazonry ; 
Nor that thou eeest all I fain would be 
And thus dost call me by mine angel's name, 
While still my woman's heart beats free of 

blame 
Beneath the shelter of thy charity. 
Oh 1 no, for wearily upon my soul 
Would weigh thy golden erown of unbought 

praise. 
Did I not look beyond the hour's control, 
To where those fruits of perfect Tirtue raise 
Their Uoom, that thou ere-while with prophet 

eyes 
Didst name mine own, in grores of paradise. 

Mmrim ( WkiU) LowtU. 



AifERICAir SOy/fETS 



I LOVE thee for thfBclf, — thjielf ftlono ; 
For that great soul, whoso breath moat fnll and 



Shall to Humanitj a. mcuago bear. 
Flooding their drear; waste with org&n toae ; 
Tho Truth that in thine cjrca holds starrer UimtM 
And coins tho words tlmt issue from thy lipa, 
Heroic coumgo tliat meets iio eclipM, 
And humbler virtues on thy pntliwaj atrewn, — 
These love I ao, that if thoj swift nprise 
To lure fulHlmcnt in more perfect splioraa. 
Still will I listen underneath the skies 
For tlij new song, with seldom dropping t«aim, 
And midst mj doily tasks of lore will wait 
Tho angel Death — Guardian of Hcaren's gats. 
Maria (tTAitc} L«p^ 
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IHB HAUKTS OF THE HALCYON. 



To stand within a gentl/ j^iding boat. 
Urged bj a noifelest paddle at the stem. 
Whipping the erystal minor of the fern 
In Uirj bajB where water-lilies float ; 
To hear joor reel's whirr eehoed by the throat 
Of a wild mooking-bird, or round some turn 
To chance upon a wood-duck's brood that 
chum 
Swift passage toward their mother's warning 

note : — 
This is to mle a realm that nerermore 

May anght but restful weariness inrade ; 
This is to lire again the old days o'er. 
When nymph and dryad haunted stream and 
glade; 
To dream sweet, idle dreams of baring strayed 
To Aready, with all iU golden lore. 

CteriM fftmrf lAdtn* 
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MILTON. 



Widest, to him whose noUeat life haa Mngfat 
Life's notilcst aim, long ere it* ihadowi cloae, 
Uufoldi the goldiin gnte ; the stream outflowa 
Whence the freo spirit drinki diTiaelt thoa^t. 
ThcD, Tisions from the Empyreaa caaght 
Imbue the nniting ■out ; the bridal roM 
Of Sharoa hlciiUcd with tlie lily glows, 
For hiiu JD oue immortal chuplct wrought; 
Deeper and holier than the hope of youth 
Tho licart'a liigb trust, as mortal tie* decay ; 
Too oft, our brokcu manhood tears of ruth 
Dcnutnds ; at morn, wo know not of the day ; 
Fair holds its promise, when, rodeemed like 

truth. 
Clear arening mclta in depths of hearen away. 
Gtorg* LtM. 
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IN ECCLESIA. 

Ik seme great silent church I lore to sit 
Before the little flock is gathered in, 
Before the choristers their chants begin, 
Or yet the white-robed priest has entered it ; 
Where Peace — a horering angel — seems to 

flit, 
Beyond the turmoil of the world's tired din. 
Beyond the sight of worldlincss and sin. 
And Silence breathes its music exquisite. 
Here Meditation finds its purest place. 
And Sorrow lingers, feeling comfort sure. 
And eren Pleasure pauses to win grace 
From these delightsome courts and paTcments 

pure. 
So in the silent church I love to wait, 
Bemembering this. Heaven opens here its gate. 

Ad$Une TrtatiwtU{Parnmt) LumL 
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THE SUCCESSIOX. 



Ab one by one the singen of oar Lmd, 
SummoDcd away hj deatli'a nafaUuij^ Aaxi, 
Unto the g7«atcr myitery deport, 

Sadly we watch them from th« deKilat* etruid. 

Oh 1 who shall fill their place* in the bud 
Of tuneful voices ? Who with cqunl art 
Speak the unwritten lancunge of the heart. 

And the mute signa of Nature uudentand? 



Yet poetry from earth has never ceased ; 
It is a lire perpetual, which has caught 
Its flame from off the altar-place of Uearaa, 

Never has failed, in darkest days, a priest 
Who, bj DO price of gain or gloiy bought. 
For his soul's peooe bis life to song has givoa, 
Fmucu X«V(<U#a Jfx*. 
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THT SONO. 

Abk me not which of all mj songs is thine t 
Ask of the Spring, when first the blossoms stir, 
Whieh of their fairy pennons wares for her ; 
Ask of the Night wliat star of all that shine 
Is her own signet, peerless and divine ; 
Ask of the Sun which pnrple follower 
Among the clouds is his sole worshipper, 
Lifting at dawn his colors and his sign. 

As stars are bom of night, as flowers of spring. 
As clouds the vivid hues of sunlight wear. 
And all an equal rank and kinship know, 
80 is thj memory the awakening. 
The living warmth, the radiance large and fair 
la which all songs of mine to utterance grow. 

Franeu Laugktcm Mac€, 
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THE LAST FURROW. 



The Spirit of Eartli, with glnd n 
Mid ruin iiiovca, iu glimmcritiff ehtwm gropea, 
And mosscB mantle mid tlie bright flower opca; 
But Dentil tlio riowmon wnndon in all Unds, 
And to tbo InKt of Karth Lii furrow Btaada ; 
Tbo grave is iiovcr liiddcn ; foiuful liopu 
Follow the dead upon the fading alopcs, 
And tlicro wild mGinorici meet upon the lands. 



When willows fling their banners to the plain. 
When rumor of wind and lound of auddaa 

dUowcrs 
Disturb the dream of winter — all in vain 
The gmascs linrr; to the grftTCi, the flowen 
Tou tbeir wild torches on their windj t«w«n ; 
Yet are the bleak graves lonoljr in the ruin. 
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AFTER RSADINO SHAKSPEARR 

BuTHS Fkaqr l>|^tl/ Imilds with mixy hancb 
Or on Um odgM ol Um darkneu peen, 
BwathlgM and lri|^il«B0d ai the Toioe the 



Imegiiiatioii (lo I the akj ezpenda) 
!^Tels the blue areh and Cimmerian sanda, — - 
Uomeleii on earth, the pilgrim of the spheresi 
The nuh of light before the hunyiDg years, 
The Voioe that eriee io nnfamiliar landa. 



lien weigh the moons that flood with eerie 
light 
The daskj Tales ol Saturn — wood and 

stream; 
Bat who shall follow on the awful sweep 
Of Keptnne thro* the dim and dreadful deep ? 
Onward he wanders in the unknown night, 
And we are shadows moring in a dream. 



AittHlCAK SOItlf£Ta 



THE CRICKET. 

Tbe twilight ia tlie monuDg of Lii day . 

WIuIg Sleep ilropa seaward froDi tiia fading 

With purpling uul and dip of lilTcr oar. 
Ha cliecrs the shadowed time with raundelaf. 
Until tho dark east softens into gray. 
Now us the noisy lioura are eoniing — hark I 
Ilia song dies gently — it is getting dark — 
His night with its quo star is on the waj. 

Faintly tho light breaks over tho blowing oat* — 
Sleep, little brotber, sleep : I ain astir. 
Load tliou tho starlit nights with shrilly notes. 

And I will lead the olamoringday with rbynw : 
We worship Song, and sorronts are of her— 
I in the bright hours, thou in shadow-time. 
CittrU4 EdfiaMartUm, 
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SEWING THE SHROUD. 



BteMed an tht SMk, for thqr sImU iakerit Um Mith. ** 



MxEKLT o'er silln and satins chained and bent. 
They stitch for the lady, tyrannous and 

proud — 

For her a wedding-gown, for them a shroud : 

They mend and roend, but nerer roend the rent 

Tom in Life's golden curtains. Glad Youth went, 

And left them alone with Time : if blind and 

bowed 
With burdens, they should sob and cry aloud, 
Wondering the rich would look from their con- 
tent. 

Lo I all this glimmering life at last recedes. 
In unknown, endless depths beyond recall ; 
And here at the end of ages is this all — 

Is this the flower of all our cults and creeds ; 
A white face floating in the whirling ball ; 

A dead face plashing in the rirer reeds ? 

Ckarltt Edwin Markkam, 
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THE PINES' THOUGHT. 

WrrniK the aluidow of ounelvef we •tand. 
And ace a tliousand brilUoneiM uufuld 
Where autuiim woods, in gorgtoua nio, hold 

One late, lost revel. Upon overj baud 

Riot of color, dentil iik pomp and state. 
Decay maguificcut, iDComtant blaio, — 
AVe liavo uo port or splendor in these dftji. 

Tbey sliall be cbaiiged, — we are inriolatc ; 

Tlieir Toiccs shall bo hushed on eveij bill, 
Their lights be quenched — all color &da 
and die. 

And when the; ataiid like spoatros ganot and 
still. 
With naked boughs Bgaiust the far, cold akj, 

Lo 1 we shall hide the flying moon from sight, 

Asd lead the wind oa many a roaring nigbL 
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ON THE MOUNTAIN. 

AxL else lies far beneath me, or above, 

And I9 between two worlds, uncertain stand ; 

With eyes uplifted to a Tision grand, 
iTet without power to soar or upward more. 
KThe steps to heaven are builded of our love, 

And mine, alas, so timid on the land 

Could never find the way without His hand. 
N'aught have I in my heart by wliich to prove 
My right to something I've not found below — 

Except this constant, strong desire to rise ; 
Kt seems so strange the higher up we go — 

The farther from earth's sinful, suffering 
cries, 
^Xhat our unworthiness should haunt us so. 

And wreck us at the gate of Paradise. 

Jiar$ Augutta Muom, 




AMERICAN BONNETS 157 



MEMENTO MORL 

Look, soul, how swiftly all things onward tend I 
Such universal haste betokens need 
In Destiny's design of pressing speed. 
Speed thou, stay not until thou reach the end I 
Upon the h«astc of Time there may depend 
Somo far-off good. Then child of Time, 

give heed 
That with a willing heart and ready deed 
To Time's great haste thy dole of speed thoa 

lend I 
Though beauteous scenes thy onward steps would 
stay, 
Press forward toward tho Goal that beckons 

thee — 
The unimagined possibility 
Of all tho mighty future to assay t 

And when thou drawest near thy hour to die, 
Rejoice that one accomplishment is nigh. 

Oeorgt iicKniyki. 
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THE BIRTH OF SORROW. 

Whkn Sorrow first appeared in Ilearenof yoret 
The angels, by the roice of Fame beguiled, 
Believed he sprang from Grod's unreconciled 
Resentment towards some wrong that rexod 

Him sore. 
But strange it seemed — they marrelled more 
and more — 
That one of mien so meek, and look so mild, 
Should be of such stem parentage the child ; 
Till heavenly Truth her tidings to them bore : 
** This beauteous stranger seraph whom ye see. 
Is offspring of that Hierarch benign 
Who reconciles in unison divine 
The perfect peace of present Deity 

And strifes through which Creation's work 

goes on, — 
Of God's great Patience ye behold the son.'' 

Otorgt MeKmigki, 
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PARTUL READINQ6. 

TnODOIi tlio great Scroll wlwiein luive bMD 
outlined 
Bj Nntiiro thoiigliU of God, deep and uiH 

We cniinot read, yet gleuna of meaning 
tlieoco 
At times bIudo on iin, cicnr, diitinct, doflnad. 

TlioiigH wenk in renson and obtUM in Mnae, 
Still owns a Blinro in that iatcUigeneo 
Whereby the grent World-lniildcr ha* dcmgiied 
The wondrous pinna which Nntura'a norlu di^ 

A child who scans tho philosophic pngs 
Of BODia profoundly meditntivo uga 
Mnj SCO fiuiiilitur plirasca, — then he koowf 
That his own simple thoughts knd ebildiah 

Are part of the great seholnr's mental ston. 
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DECORATION DAT. 



With acclamation and with trumpet tone, 
With prayer and praiae, and with triumphal 

ttate 
Of warlike columns, and the moring weight 
Of men, whoae firmness, nerer orerthrown, 

FlroTed itself steadfast ; which did add to fate 
Speed, Tision, certainty, and ever grown 
More terrible as more enduring shone 
A fire of retribution and swift hate, 

All Tisibly adrancing — with these wo keep 
Unsullied in our breast and pure and white 
The spirit of gratitude that may not sleep,— 

A nation's safeguard against shame and blight, ^> 
8inee sacred memories and the tears men 

weep 
AkNie eaa keep a nation at its height. 

Lamgdm Elwpt MiUk^U. 
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vain A cx)PY OF shellet. 



Behold, I send tliee to th« heights of 
Mjr brother I Let thine 
Ab morninrr dew, within 
In mirrored h.ilf a worhl ; Aud listea ^""^t 
Till in thine ears, fauiished to keenoeaSy 
The bugles of the »ouI, till far and 
Silence grows populous, and wind and 
Are phantom-choked with 
strong — 
Then halt not till thou sccst the 
Souls mad for truth hare lit fi 

]>€ak. 
Haste on to breathe the intoxicating air -» 
Wine to the bmve and poison to the weak <»> 
Far in the blue whore angels* feet kavv tmd. 
Where earth is one with bearen and bmm 
with God. 

BarriH Ut 



Frooi peak to 
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SNOW SONNET. 

O flPOTLKM gaest of winter, from what deep 
Of purity dost thoa thy mantle bring 7 
Broad ii thy miMion, for thy snowy wing 
AboTe all nature folds ; thy white hands sweep 
In eqnal bcnison o*cr all ; they heap 
Both hill and hollow ; o*cr tho woodland fling 
New foliage, delicate and light ; till spring 
They cheer tho garden whore tho roses sleep. 
Before thy coming earth seemed dark with flaws, 
But now thy generous kindness makoth rare 
The beautiful, and over blackness draws 
Its own perfection, till all earth is fair. 
O teacher fair I so hast tliou shown to me 
The beauty and the grace of clmrity. 

Jtmt {Goodwin) Jlooro* 
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BROOK SONO. 

A MKLLOW lullaby the wntcn noaiicl. 
Of lively Shenandoah, Imlian •ireain. 
Oft do I lio upon tho banks and drvam 
Myself nwny to some encluiutcd c^rooiid. 



And many a hrl;;ht day have I looked 
Hearing a low, sweet, ;;»»r»;ling mclodj 
That pose upon the ear hannouiousljr — 
Thinking perhaps to sec tho face em 



Dark eyes, ami unlooi>e(l hair, ami fcntnres wild. 
Of some fair Indian mother singing lov 
A cradle-song lx\sidc her sleeping chiUl, 
Rocking her slender l)o<ly to and fro, — 

While in the leafy eopsc hanl by, alone. 
Stood her brown hut of bark, its warrior 

Jam ft Ittrhtri M^rm* 
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THE CUP OP DEATH, 

FOR A PlCrURB BT KUHU TBDDKR. 

Smc bends her lorely head to taste thy draaghi, 
O thou stem Angel of the Darker Cup, 
With thee to-night in the dim shades to sup, 
Where all tliey be who from tliat oup have 

quaffed. 
She had been glad in her own loveliness, and 
laughed 
At Life's strong enemies who lie in wait, 
Had kept with golden youth her queenly 
state, 
All unafraid of Sorrow's tlircat'ning shaft. 

Then human Grief found out her human heart. 

And she was fain to go where pain is dumb ; 

So Thou wcrt welcome, Angel dread to see, 

And she fares onward with thee, willingly. 

To dwell where no man lores, no lovers part, — < 

Thus Grief that is makes welcome Death to 

oome. 

Louise ( Chandler) MouUon, 
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IIIC JACET. 

So I^vo is dead that lias been quick so long I 
Close, tlioii, bis eyes, and bear bim to bis rest. 
With eglantine and myrtle on bis brcnstv 

And leave him there, their pleasant soonts 
among ; 

And clmnt a sweet and melancholy song 

About the charms whereof be was pouetaed. 
And how of all things he was loTclicst, 

And to compare with aught were biin towroog. 

Leave him, beneath the still and solemn stars. 

That gather and look down from tbeir far 

place, 

With their long calm our brief woes to 

deride, 

Until the Sun the Morning's gate unbars 

And mocks, iu turn, our sorrows ¥dth his 

face ; — 

And yet, had Love been Love, be bad not 

died. 

Louise ( Chandler) SfouUom* 




166 AMl'HiCAN aoyNJCTH 



A PARABLE. 

I LONGED for rest and somo one spoke me fair, 
And proiTorod goodly rooms wherein to dwell, 
Ilnng round with tapestries, and garnished 
well, 

That I might take mine oaso and pleasure there ; 

And tlicro I sought a refuge from despair, 
A joy that should my life's long gloom dis|)cl ; 
But ominously through those lialls there fell 

Strange sounds, as of old musio in the air. 

As day went down, the musie grew apace. 
And in the moonlight saw I, white and cold, 

A presence radiant in the radiant space. 

With smiling lips that nerer liad grown old ; 
And then I knew the secret none hod told, 

And shiTered there, an alien in that place. 

Laum (Ckandltr) llcmlUm, 



I 
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ItOliEHT BROWNING: 



Sii.KNCK mill Ki);lit aciiucRtorcil tlioA in Taiu I 
Oblivioii'a tlirvnta tliou proudljr oMildat dofjr. 
Tliou nrt uut <1cad — aupraiue toub da uot 
die: 

Olio aiiiitll world's taago iio longer CMiltl eoi^ 

Tbnt Htruii);- willed Bj)irit of it« freedom {nin — 
Nuw slan, iiovrlivc* tliyfcnrlcu qucit would 

try : 
Our biinird vision iiiity not mmt so lugix ^ 

Vi'o iiiuiiriL aa loss tliiuo iuOuito, great gnin. 

Yet kcuii of sight, to whom iuod'b aoul* lay 

hart, 

Stri]i|icJ uloaii of ahnius, unclothed of all dia- 

guiw, 

Kcvonlod to thcc, n* if at each lonl'i birth 

Thou luul:4t bcFii iiigli to Htniti)) it foid or fair — 

'^Vliy sliuiihUt tlioii «eck now school* to nwJu 

Iloir of heaven's secrets evou wfailo oa 

J,oum (CkaoiUr) MomUvu. 
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A SUMM£R TEMPEST. 

Aloho the hills tho breathless forests drentu, 
Unvisitcfl, aiid in the yellow light 
The grass grows golden, and the birches white 
Print their pale shadows in the darkened stream, 
Each twig distinct imprest ; no warblers seem 
To stir the stagnant air, no wing takes flight ; 
Athwart tho west, in sombre purple dight, 
Tlie silver, silent lightnings sharply gleam. 
Anon a spreading gloom creeps up the sky, 
Tho Tenii>est drapes tho azure dome in black. 
Rolls up tlie rain, tlie wliirlwiml, and the rack, 
And thunders in the roaring torrent by ; 
And OTory jewelled spray, afar and nigh. 
Sparklet and glitters in its dewy track. 

Jamu Emeti NetmUh, 
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BELTHOVEN. 

Most intcllcctnul uuuiU'r of Uie art. 
Which, bc.Ht of all, teaches tbt) luind of 
The iiiuvorbc in nil iU varied |>hui — 
Wlmt btniii;;oly iningleil thouglaU Uij 

impart 1 
Hero the faint tenor thrilU tho iuinart 
There tho rich hasn the KeiUH>ii*a baUace whaw ; 
Hero brcathrs tho softest sigh thai Lore e*er 

knows ; 
There xuddcn fancicM, seouiing without elMitv 
Float into wildest breezy interlmles ; 
Tho past in all for<;ot — ho|K*s swi^etly breiUke, 
Ami onr whole U'in^ glows «- wbeu lo I bcaea&k 
Tho llowery brink, I)es]»air*s deep tob 

rlii(lr» I 
Startled, we Mtrivc to free ns from tlic cbiiia. 
Notes of high triumph swell, aud wo are 

Bguiu I 

Sarah Xiarynrtt {FuiUr) 
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TlIE WAY, TUE TBUTU, TIIE LIFE. 

O TiiOU gtetA Krioiiil to nil tlto mni* uf men, 
WImi once ni>pciu''iUt in huuiblcit guUo bolow, 
Sin to nibiikc, to bn»k tlio oopUvu'i cluuu. 
To eftll tliy lirothrcn forth frum waut Mid 

wool — 
TbM woulil I ling. Tliy trutli is (Lill tlio light 
Wbicb guidut tlio iiationa groping on tliclr w*f, 
Stumbling nnil fulling in dUoitrout uigbt, 
Yot hoping OTvr fur tlio perfect Aay. 
Tea, tbou art atill tbc lifo ; tbou Art tho waj 
Tbo holirit know, — light, life nixl vaj of 

licnven ; 
Ami the; who denrMt hopo and deepest pnjr 
Tml bjr tbo truth, life, way, that tbou bMt 

given; 
And in thy lume Mpiring mortAls trust 
To uplift their bleeding brothon from the dn*t. 
TktaJan i^inttr. 
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ACUOSTIC SONNET. 

Kautii lioUlb iiu fuirvr, lovelier ouo 
Mnid uf the laughing lip oimI frulie •jre I 
liuioccnco b'liA \\\H}\\ thy u|ien brow 
Liko li pure 8pirit in iU uutivo skj. 
If over beauty stole the licart away, 
Km'haiitre8i«, it would Uy to meet tbj 
Moments wouhl iteeni by tkeo a suuuucr dajt 
Ami nil around thee an Klyttinn isle. 
Kosott uro nothing to the maiden bluala 
Sent o*er thy elieekn* soft ivory, aud iii|flii 
JIus naught BO (hiz/ling in its world of la^kl. 
At the dark ray.H that from thy laskct 
Love lurks amid thy silken curU, and lies 
Liko a keen archer in thy kindling ej 

Jmmts GaUs 
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LOVE'S M£ANIKQ. 

I THOUGHT it meant all glad ecstatic things, 

Fond glance and touch and speech, quick 
blood and brain, 

And strong desire, and keen, delicious pain, 
And beauty's thrall, and strange bewilderings 
Twixt hope and fear, like to the little stings 

The roso-thom gives, and then the utter 
gain — 

Worth all my sorest striving to attain -r- 
Of the dear bliss long-sought possession gives. 

Kow with a sad, dear sight that reassures 
My often sinking soul, with longing eyes 
Averted from the path that still allures. 
Lest, seeing that for which my sore heart 
sighs, 
I seek my own good at the cost of yours, — 
1 know at last that love means sacrifice. 

Carlotta P§rr}f, 
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ETERNAL. 

Love is eternal, so the strong aouls aty. 
Hut seeing how hard life cloth give ihm 1m 
Unto the mighty words, with sneer or «gli« 

The weaker ones cry out in sad dismaj 

That love is changeful as an April day, 
IlolUiug within itself no strength wfau«bj 
It can the subtle shafts of time defy« 

And in the heart of man abide alwmy. 

Not every heart is p^at enough to hold 
A great immortal tenant. Lore hath Bed 

Always from natures narrow, weak and 
Know, when by scornful lips yoo hear it 

That Love is traitor, that the truth is told 
Not of dear Love, but of that sool i 

CsrioCta PwTTjfm 
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•* I WILL NOT WISH ALL GRIEF AND LOSS 

AND FEARS/' 

I WILL not wish all grief and loss and fears 
Should leaTO mj life and let mj heart go free ; 
For then true love conid never come to me, — 
That deepest love that has its birth in tears, 
And never unto laughing ejes appears, 
But only rises from griefs boundless sea, 
As, where black night and ocean blended be, 
Sudden the moon its tranquil splendor rears. 

Though rough the waters, golden is the way 
That guides to it mj weary heart and eyes ; 
And a soft whisper through the night wind 

sighs, 
** They know me not who see me but by day ; 
Lore's moon shines brightest from the darkest 

skies ; 
Its golden path across griefs ocean lies ! '* 

LiUah (Cabot) Perry. 
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SUirZUUJLXDL 



Wxzxr fso-^v pexif ce ;«nks trmtk to Um ikj* 

Ana pxr: «-^I::u^l» Krr^k £ar arcmad, 
VTjirrf B:>i. '..v:.r.* vl„:»es» es the ^iuiumI 
Aad CK- !-'.« «<r.rtM: «:^:«r faxabore aw lici» 
'U'liAt is .1 tlu-;: !k' '..:t.« mr tool on kigh ? 
Wlaje &I1 i« ».le'^c« L<i: fvv the faiat somI 
Of mouLL^ic torrcikU in roa duuoB pro#o«ad 
Tbat M\k tliC cciMD, liMwgh tWj kaov aai 



Great Life aU^to u» aH. uocs mv toul 
Tliec, as iuc u:.«.or4v:.o-a» ti»rTvnt seeks 
Is it Thr grratz.t^vk t'.^a: I feci in iue« 
This scnM of \ii< anil l^auty. tliut dotk 
To ercnr fibre of nir U>iin«uu^ heart. 
Thai leaps to know Tktt r^o.V. nivself a part ? 

I.x'.iak CiAo<) rtrrf. 




176 



AMERICAN SONNETS 



ON MILLETS PICTURE OF "nVO WOMEN 
SEWING BY LAMPLIGHT. 

Tk BilcDt toilers, lift your weary eyes, 

AimI loose yoiir unncciistomcd tonnes, and tell 

Wliat thoughts within your brooding memories 

dwell, 
Whence the snd patience on your lips that lies, 
Speaking of constant toil and mysteries 
Of simple nature ye alone know well, 
Whose days flow on with tho monotonous swell 
Of laboring ocean 'ncath dark, quiet skies. 



Does love light up for you all common things, 
As this one lamp with its untiring beams 
Weayes for tho homely room a crown of light. 
And o'er its poverty soft beauty flings 7 
Do little flaxen heads, deep sunk in dreams 
Behind tho curtains there, make sweet the 
night 7 

LiUnh (Caboi) Perry, 
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MY SHADOWS STATURE. 

WiiRNK*KR, in iiioniiiig aire, I walk abroad. 
Breasting npon tho liills tho buoyant wind. 
Up from tho vnic my shadow climbs behind. 
An cartli-horn giant climbing towards his god ; 
Against tho sun, on height:) before luitrod, 
I stand : faint glorified, but undefined, 
Far down the 8h)po in misty meadows blind, 
I see n)y ghostly follower slowly plod. 
" O statnit) of my shade," I muse and sigh, 
" How great art thou, how small am I the 

wliilc I »' 
Tlien the vague giant blandly answers, ''True, 
But though thou art small thy head is in tho 

sky, 
CrowiiM with tho sun and all the HeaTcn'a 

smile — 
My head is in the shade and valley too." 

John Jtitmes Pmtt, 
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A BOOK OF GOLD. 

Ir I could write a book made sweet with thee 
(Oht therefore sweet with all that may be 

sweet I) 
With lin^ring mosie, neTormore complete, 
Should turn its golden pages : each should be 
Like whispering voice, or bcckouing hand ; and 

he 
Who read should follow (while his heart would 

beat 
For some new miracle), with most eager feet, 
Through sacred labyrinths of mystery. 
Temple and lighted home of love should seem 
The Book wherein my Iotc remembered thine. 
These holiest visions evermore should gleam, 
Vanishing wings, with wandering souls of 

sound. 
And breaths of incense from an inmost shrine, 
Sought nearer evermore, and never found. 

JcHm Jamu FiaU* 
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TTEB TOCNO STATE. 

Far off a joung State mcs, fall of miglit ; 
I paint its braTe cscutcbcon. Nesr at haad 
Sec the log cabin in the roogfa dcaring ataad ; 
A woman bj its door, with steadfast ai^t. 
Trustful, looks westward* wlieic, iqplilM 

bright. 
Some city's apiiarition, weird and grand. 
In dazzling quiet fronts the lonely land. 
With vast and marrelous stmctom wiwigkl «f 

light, 
Motionless on the burning cloud afar : 
Tlio Imunting vision of a time to be. 
After the heroic age is ended here. 
Built on the boundless, still horison bar 
By the low sun, his gorgcoos propbeej 
Lighting the doorway of the pioneer. 
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TO THE NTGOT BLOOMING CERKU& 

Bmionr, tmuient flower, that atudioiu •hutu'rt 

Of Pbobui, waiting onlj to ditplnj 
Tbj gloricB to the mooa'a cold, watorf tKJ, 
And field tbj fragrance to the deiert ikj— 
Ujiterions Flower I aim t sbalt we desor^ 
No trace of what tbou wait, the combg 

Odonnis do more, uid fnllen to decay I 
Ah I who haa not Reeo, and heaved a rending 
eigh — 
Who has not leen, nnrtar'd like tliee in lUade, 
Fragrant u mora, and bunting on the aight, 
With radiant beantf orown'd, the bluthitig 

Then, withering in the hiaat, qidck (ink in 

night? 
Both bloom'd and periih'd ; while to that 't ia 

giTon 
Ne'er to reriTe — lo I thia aaeanda to Heavon. 

Hturji Pitktring. 
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SILENCE. 

There are some qualities— foine inoorpormie 
things, 
That liavo a double life, which thus is mmde 
A type of that twin entity which springs 

From matter and light, erinced in solid and 
shade. 
There is a two- fold Silence — sea and shore — 
Body and soul. One dwells in lonely places. 
Newly with grass o'ergrown ; some solemn 
graces, 
Some human memories and tearful lore. 
Render him tcrrorlcss : his name 's ** No More." 
He is the corporate Silence : dread him not t 

No power hath he of evil in himself ; 
But should some urgent fate (untimely lot I) 

Bring thee to meet his shadow (nameless elf. 
That haunteth the lone regions where hath trod 
No foot of nuin), commend thyself to God I 

Edgar Allam Po€. 
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TO SCIENCE. 

SciEKCS I true daughter of Old Time thou art I 

Who altercst all tilings with thy peering eyes. 
Why prcyest thou thus upon the poet's heart, 

Vulture, whose wings are dull realities 7 
How should he lore thee 7 or how deem thee 
wise, 

Who wouldst not leave him in his wandering 
To seek for treasure in the jewelled skies, 

Alheit he soared with an undaunted wing 7 
Hast thou not dragged Diana from her car ? 

And driven the Hamadryad from the wood 
To seek a shelter in some happier star 7 

Hast thou not torn the Naiad from her flood, 
The Elfin from the green grass, and from me 
The fttmmer dream beneath the tamarind tree 7 

Edgor AUam Poe. 
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AT ST. OSWALDS. 

WmiiK tlio cliurck I IcDolt, wlicro muif a fear 
Wonlswortli luul wonliiiiped, while hia 

Waiiilcrcil o'er rauuntain, fell, luid Kwir, and 

Tliat riinnicil the silroT circle of Gnunnera, 
Wlioso crj-Ht.it held nii nnilcr-n-orld m clcnr 
As tlint wliich girt it round ; niid queationed 

The placo wna sncrcd for ha lifted (igh, 
Uoro llinii tlic bumble ilnlciiiian'i Inusclingnear. 



B Bjioll of Genius I — that can molt tlw 

To reverence tenderer thnn o'er it folia 

Benentli tbo marvellous bcnrciM which 
GimI liatli iiiiule, 
Anil Bwny it witli «ueh bunuui-aweet oontrol 
That holier licncc forth iccm thoio aimplfl walla, 
Becnuae within them once a pool prajrad I 
Maronrtt Juitltii Prulom. 
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FLOO&-TIDE. 

To tJVty ftrtiit, bowBoe'sr hu thought 
Uololda iUelf before the eyes of meoi — 
Whether throu^ Mmlptor'! oIumI, poat'l 
pen. 

Or p«iutcr*s irondrouB brush, — there eotnei, 
fiill fmuglit 

MHth inttaat revelation, lightning-wrought, 
A moment of supremest heart-sirell, when 
The mind leaps to tlie tidal crest, and then 

Sweeps on triiinipbuit to tho harbor lought. 

Wait, eager ([nrit, till the topping ware* 

Shall roll their gathering strength in one, 
and lift 
From out the swamping trough thy galleon 
free; 
Mount with the whirl, command the rush that 

A maelKtrom mund ; then prondlj shoretraid 
drift, 
Bieh-fieighted as an Indian argoaj. 

Margant J»ittin PrttMt. 
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UAFFOUIU. 

Fatiikbcd hy March, the daffodilt u« here. 
First, all tlie air grew keeu with yeaUrdnj, 
And Olive a thnuk from out aotne hollow 

On a ficlit'a edge, wliere whiteuing atalki 
niaiio cliecr, 
Fluted the last iinlo the budding year ; 

Now, tlint the wind Icta loote from orchkid 

Fluiii bloom and peach bloom dowD the drij^ 

Their punctual gold through the wet blade* 

Oh, fleet nnd sweet I A light to all that pas* 
Beloiv, in tlio onniped yard, close to ttia 

Loiig-»tCDiDicd one flamei behind the palinga 

The whole of April in a tuft of grew. 

Scarce hero, looD will it be — oh, iweet mod 

fleet 1 — 
Gone like ■ match of aong upoo the itair. 
Liiiiit WooJrvrik Smt. 
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I, WHO AM YOUNG." 



ly WHO am yoang, let me not cimve too much 
The burden of content, not too much strain 
The shining mirage of Desire to touch : 
Fruition's rest is full of nameless pain« 
And yet, O End I O Rest ! if there be such 
In all the world, — come in the mighty reign 
Of autumn on tliis silent inland plain, 
Come to a spirit toiling over much. 
I, who am old, let not my heart annul. 
By futile hope, the gain of suffering years, 
Nor make the fine gold of their wisdom dull 
With youth's sweet passion of unfruitful tears : 
And yet, in this fair spring, with Nature's 

tongue, 
I ery aloud, — Would God I too were young I 

AwMk Matlaek Riekardi, 
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THE WUIPPOORWILL. 

S\>'^ET bird of twilight's hour I when all is sUll, 
And cool gray sliad^ws close the scene of sod£^, 
Then to the full round moon, all clear and 

strong, 
Thou souiulest out thy lay beside some rill 
Where Nature, thousand- tongued, all day did 

thrill 
June with her rosy bowers, which now belong 
To thco 1 where to the many-twinkling ttara 

thou long 
Hast all thy inmost soul-life piped, until, 
Knrnpturcd, cveu Mehmcholy to thee yields 
Her cypress crown, tliat shadows all the plaina* 
Sing on, O bird of eve I Let hills and streams 
Where Silence rests on the dew-jewelled fields 
List long unto thy sweet, mellifiuons strains, 
While in the west pale Evening sits and dreams. 

Jam€i SiU$M 
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TIME. 

Wait for the morniiig 1 Ah 1 we wait indeed 
For daylight, we who toss about through 

stress 
Of ▼acant-armed desires and emptiness 

Of all the warm, warm touches that we need, 

And the warm kisses upon which we feed 
Our famished lips in fancy 1 May God bless 
The starved lips of us with but one caress 

Warm as the yearning blood our poor hearts 
bleed 1 

• . . A wild prayer 1 — bite thy pillow, praying 



Tom this side, and whirl that, and moan for 
dawn ; 
Let the clock's signals dribble out their woe. 
And Time be drained of sorrow I Long ago 
We heard the crowing cock, with answer 

drawn, 
As hoarsely sad at throat as sobs. . . . Pray 
I 

Jamu Wkiteamb JiUt$. 
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WHEN SIIE COMES HOME. 

When sho coiucs home again 1 A thonaand 

ways 
I fa.sIiioii, to myself y tho tondomcss 
Of my glad wclcomo : I sluiU trciublo— — yes; 
And touch her as when iinit in tho old daja 
I touched her girlisli hand, nor dared upraise 
Mine eyes, such was my faint heart's sweet 

distress. 
Tlicn silence, and tho perfume of her dress: 
Tlio room will svray a littlo, and a Iiaxe 
Cloy eyesight — soulsight, oven — for a space : 
And tears — yes ; and tho ncho here in the 

throat, 
To know that I so ill descr^'o tho place 
Her arms make for me ; and tho sobbing note 
I stay with kisses, ero the tearful face 
Again is hidden in the old embraoe. 

Jamti Wkitetmb HiUff. 
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IN FARE^VELL. 

I MET theo, clear, and loved theo — yet wo partt 

Tlion on thino nnknown way and I on mine, 
Ero yet iho mnstc of my woman's heart 

Ilaa had full timo to luirmonizo with Uiino. 
Yet sinco tho strain bcpm has seemed so sweet. 

Forgive mo if I dare to proffer thco 
Tliis echo from tlie depths where all complete 

Trcmhlcs tho sours iwrfoctcd melody. 

Jewels I liavo not, else for memory 
Would I bestow them on tho friend I love, 
But tears and smiles, and the sweet thoughts 

that movo 
Tlio Iieart by day and night, such, snch to thee 
I gtvo in tlieso poor lines as lavishly 
As summer winds yield fragrance when they 

blow 
Up from a vale where ooimtless roses grow. 

Amu% KtUktrtne {Grttn) Rck\f$, 
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EXPERIENCE. 

A CHILD laid in tlio graTo ere it Imd 

Earth \w\i\ tloli|;ht beyond its nioihcr** 

A fair girl {uiHsiiig from a worUl like 

Into CioiV^ VAAt etoniity, olooc ;^ 

A linive iimii's soul in one lirief imUuii 

To tlooi>o.st agony from higbeii lilis« ; — 

A woman steeling Wr young heart to mns 

All joys in life, one dear one liaving flown ;«• 

Tlieso liavc I seen ; yet liappier tliene, I 

Than one who, by cx|>erieneo made at 

Ix'arning to live without Uio preetuua drmtl, 

Survivo despair, outliTC remono ami wniii|^» 

Can 8ay when new griof oomot, with aabovrd 

head, 
** Let me not mourn t I sliall forget ere Wmi^ I * 
Alic€ Uarland ^ WtUingim) MOUmm, 
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Tnouoirr. 

A PALACE richly f iirniBhed is the mind. 
In whose fair cliaiubon we may walk at will ; 
And in its cloitterccl calm, iicrene and itilli 
Continual dcli{;;ht and comfort find. 
Not only frctfnl cares we leave hcliind. 
But restless happiness, and hopes that fill 
The eager soul with too much li<;ht, until 
Eyes dazzled see less wivcly tlinn the blind. 
So perfect is the joy we iiml therein, 
No pleasures of the outer world compare 
With tlie divine repose so gladly sought ; 
When from the wearying world we turn to win 
High mental solitude, aiul dierish there 
Silent companionship with lofty thought 

Aiiee Marknd ( WelUngtim) BoUing. 
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THE FUOirr OF JOY. 

Aa soiuctiiiicR, in the Tcty heart «»f Jnne, 
Which still rctuciiibcrt all tlio bade of Mar. 
And half forcsoei tlio autumn's rich dUplajr* 
And nil the splendor of the hanrcat mooii: 
A.H if Novciiil>cr liad returned too noon. 
Cold winds blow, nnd the tkj ii chill and fim/t 
And nil is dreary tluit but now tecmctl gnv. 
And Nuturo with Itcrsolf tccmf out of tuno,-— 
So, in tho early summer of mj life, 
Instend of happy streuj^li and •trcnnous plaj. 
Kid's oarcs have come, long wearied of CIm 

strife 
That youth delights in ; and mj tumiiier daj 
Is darkened ns by Death's impending kaifcv 
And I would die, for joy it far away* 

lltnry Sktltom Sci^«f< Jr. 
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INFIDELITY. 

Who ia tlie infidel, but he who fears 
To face the ntmont truth, whate'er it be ? 
Dreads God the light ? and ia his majesty 

A shadow that in sunshine disappears ? 

Or leads he in the swift-ascending years 
Into a light where men may plainer see 7 
He trusts him best, to whom the mystery 

Hides nothing dangerous ; who ever hears, 

With faith unshaken, his new uttered voice. 
And knows it cannot contradict the truth 
It in the old time spoke. Whate'er it saith* 

He fears not then, but bids his heart rojoioOy 
In old ago trustful as he was in youth. 
This only, though oalled infidel, is faith. 

Minot Judtom Savag4» 
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PARTIXQ. 

'*So far — 8o far I " Nay, Sweet I nor 
lands, 

Xor breadth of waters can arail Co \amr 

My love from Uice. Alas I 't is erer Car, 
To yearning hearts, the smallest spaes thmX 

stands 
Beyond the compass of out-stretching luuida ; 

And never near, how close soe'er to emch 

True lovers be, if kisses uiay not reach 
Across the distance. Since harsh Fate ooaa* 

niands, 
Darling I farewell I With tearful eyes I go» 

Unknowing when the glad return shall bo ; 
But I will think, to mitigate my woe. 

How loving souls of time and tide are freo ; 
And oft to greet thee, dearest I mine, I know. 

Exulting will o'erleap tlie sundering sea f 
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THE INVISIBLE LAND. 

Trers was a land thai lay beyond my light 
For which I raiuly learched the great earth 

through. 
Thither, right often, my companions flew 
At day-break, or at noontide, or at night, 
And never came again. I took my flight, 
Explored all portions of the globe, yet grew 
No nearer where that mighty retinue 
Had fled into the stately fields of light. 
But once, when evening her dusk sails liad 
spread. 
And I was sleeping, a swift dream came o'er 
My spirit, and in it I rising said, 
** Now is the country mine, long sought be- 
fore r 
And one I heard lament that I was dead ; 
And lo 1 the land stretched just beside my 
door 1 

Andrtno R%c% Snxtcn. 
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THE OVERFLO\VINQ CUP. 

Into tho crystal chalico of tho soul 

Is fullin<;, drop by drop, Lifo*a blcudin^ mead. 

The pleasant waters of our childhood speed 
And enter first ; and Love pours in its whole 
Deep flood of tenderness and gsd\» There roll 

The drops of sweet and bitter that proceed 

From wedded trustfulness, and hearts that 
bleed 
For children that outrun ua to tho goal. 
And later come the calmer joys of ago — 

Tlio restful streams of quietude that flow 
Around their fading lives, whose heritage 

Is whitened lucks and voico serene and low* 
These added blessings round the vessel np— - 
Death is the overflowing of the cup. 

Andrew Sie4 Baxttm. 
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A PEARL. 

RouxD aa the roo*t egg of the Arab tale. 
And flawless white as was that fabled sphere, 
I see it shine below my lady's car, 

This prize-plucked bauble from an oeean vale. 

Was it whore round Ceylon the swift ships sail, 
A daring diver clove, without a fear, 
Palm-shaded waves through fathoms emer- 
ald clear. 

And brought it forth 'mid strenuous shout and 
hail? 



Mcthinks from some far Eastern isle it came. 
Because it giveth to her tranquil face 
An Orient languor and a slumberous grace ; 
But where, O where, in lands without a name, 
Near what soft cheek's pure-glowing altar 
flame 
Could it have found so fair a resting place 7 
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WHEAT. 

Behold a blUo^'y sea of golden spcan 
Tiiat to and fro iii overy brcezo that blows 
Tosses its amber waves, and proudly shows 

Bright scarlet poppies when the warm wind 
veers. 

Hearken, and lo I there falls upon tho ears 
A song ns mellow as tho oue that rose 
From Boaz' fields at daytime's drowsy close 

And thrilled his heart iu those dim Hebrew 
years. 

And the swart mower, leaning on his scythe 
To eatch tho swelling music, clear and blithe. 
Thinks, as his eyes with love-light brim and 
glow, 
Tliat she who sings, tho while tho bright beams 

fade, 
Is far diviner than the lovely maid 
Who gleaned in fields Judcan long ago. 

CUfUon SeoUard. 
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THE ARCTIC CIRCE. 

Umukk the soft eiichantross known of yore 
To Grecian men who sailed the balinj brine — 
Dwelling in odorous gardens bowered with vine, 
Where amorous waves crept up the shining 

shore — 
She rules an isle where sullen surges roar, 
Where stern, imnuiculatc peaks rise, line online. 
And lures her victims with cold eyes that shine 
*Keath pallid brows portentous evermore. 
Yet her far songs of fame have wrought such 

charms 
That men, forgetful of fair life's eclipse. 
Brave Uiose still realms whereto she challen- 

geth; 
But when they feel her cruel, clinging arms. 
The pressure of her stony, pulseless lips. 
They find her kisses ope the door of death 1 

C/tfi(oii ScoliartL 
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PERPETUITY. 

I HEARD a sweet voice sin^og in the night 
A tender love-sou£^ written years ago, 
To cose a poet's heart of that deep woe 
Born of long absence from its dear delight ; 

And as the niuslo like a bird took flight 

Across the shadowed world and vanished so, 
I thought of him who wroto it, — did ho know 
How Time would keep his jewel-lyrio bright? 

O Poet of to-<lay, whose heart would sing 
Some siniplo song of love, and swcot words 

give 
To mate the melody that tlirills the lute, — 

Sing on, nor heed what lips are murmuring 
To scorn your art ; one perfect song shall liTe 
For love and you long after they are mute 1 

Frank Demptttr 8k$rw%am, 
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R&AWAKENINQ. 

Wminr a spot where slept the silent dead, 
I wandered onoe when spring had kissed the 

earthy 
And set around its breast an emerald girth 

Of grass, entangling roses white and red ; 

Among the leafy branches overhead 

The mating robins twittered in their mirth, -* 
All nature seemed rejoicing in new birth 

Beneath the eanopy the blue skies spread : 

And as I sot beside one mossy stone 

Kissed by a hundred suns of summer skies, 
A sudden joy eame to my heart, alone 
Among those graves, to think the dead shall 
rise 
In God*s eternal spring when sounds are blown 
On angels' instruments in Paradise I 

Fr^nk DtmptUr Bktrman, 
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TO A FACE AT A CONCERT. 

WiiioN tlio low uiiisic loakoi a diuk of Mnind 
About us, luid tlic viol or tax^S bom 
SwclU out ikbovc it like a wiiid forlorn, 
Tliat waudcra seeking aoiuctliing never found, 

WluiC plmutora in your braiu, on what dim 

grouuil, 

Traces its shndotry lines 7 What vision, bora 

Of uuCulfilluicnt, fndes iii mere (elf-MKirti, 

Or grows, from tbnt still twilight tUsiiliag 

When the lids droop nnd the bnndi lio unstrung? 
Daro one divine jrour dream, while the cbordi 

Their cloudy woof from key to key, and die, ^ 

la it DUO fnto that, since the world wu youn^. 

Has followed num, and niakci him lialf b^ 

The voiee of instrument* a human cry ? 

Editard RateJmtd BUL 




M 
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SOLACE OF THE WOODa 

Woods, waters, have a ehann to soothe the ear^ 
When cominon sounds have Tezed it : whcu the 

day 
Grows sultry, and the crowd is in thy way. 
And working in thy soul much coil and caro. 
Betake thee to the forest : in the shade 
Of pines, and by the side of purling streams 
That prattle all their secrets in their dreams, 
Unconscious of a listener — unafraid-— 
Thy soul shall feel their freshening, and the 

truth 
Of nature then, reviving in thy heart. 
Shall bring thee the best feelings of thy youth, 
When in all natural joys thy joy had part. 
Ere lucre and the narrowing toils of trade 
Had tamed thee to the thing thou wast not made. 

William Gilinor§ Bimms, 
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WirniN the slender chalice of thj faitod 

" Hold fnst what I give thee," and drop dowttt 

too. 
The fringes of tlioso tender flowcn of blue. 
Thy wondering ejo» ; nor quoition nor witb- 

Whnt I mny give. PcTchoDce mj love lukth 

pin lined 
Some Bwcct surprise, or test if thon be trne. 
Whnt if it be n sprig of bitterest too ; 
A strnngo swift aniniiiuns to an unknown lutd [ 
AhuTtiiig thorn ; ncross? — rare gifts, I know, 
For love to bring ; but wouldtt thou trust me 

Btill ? 

Quick, (Icnr, thino answer 1 " I should trust un- 
til 
The hidden meaning in th/ gift should Rltow." 
Ah, sweet, when God sends jnut snch gifts to 

Cuut thou not iinawer Him m thon dost me 7 
Mai RiUi Bmltk. 




206 AMERICAN aONHKTa 



DEAR HANDS. 

RoiMlHEiiKD and worn with eeaaelen toil And 
care, 

No perfumed grace, nodaintjr skill, had these; 

They earned for whiter hands a jeweled ease, 
And kept the soars unlorelj for their share. 
Futient and slow, thej had the will to hear 

The whole world's burdens, but no power to 
seize 

The flying joys of life, the gifts tliat please, 
The gold and gems that otliers find so fair. 

Dear hands, where bridal jewel never shooOy 
Whereon no lorer's kiss was erer pressed. 
Crossed in unwonted quiet on the breast, 

I see, through tears, your glory newly won, 

The golden circlet of life's work well done. 
Set with the shining pearl of perfect rest. 

Bmmn Marr ffpauldin§» 
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HEPATICAS ON PALM-SUNDAy. 



Brave little wililiug, herald of the Spring I 
First of the beauteous tribes that toaa will 

Singly, ill piiirs, or in a joj-ous pronp. 
O'er fluaiiy slope or shottcred bank ; or cling. 
By their slight fibres, wbera the b)uo-bird'« 
wing 
Alone can visit them with graceful swoop t 
Tlio iviao mau pniisca on hii wiUk, to stoop 
Above your purple blossoms ; for you bring 
To bis worn clieek a pleased nnd gentle atoile ; 
Still snyiiig softly to birasclf, tho while : 
How things moat tender ara tho first to rise 
From wintry sleep ; thus taking by surpriaa 
The Btunly oaksl llenrts, too, shy witliout 
giiilc. 
Wing, oCtcD, boldest Uiglit towards pathloaa 
akieil 

Elita Allen Starr. 
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THE SEA GULL. 



Bird of the sea 1 where mighty frigates drown 
Nor leare a ripple, are thy pastimes made. 
Grave sports in Tast aerial circles played 
From ware to doadf from cloud to wave. No 

frown 
On sea or sky appalls thee ; and tlie down 
On thy white breast shows glistering, in the 

shade 
Of gatlioring tempests. There, with motion 
staid, 
I see tlioe, where the mid-sea surges crown 
The rocking billows of the awful deep, 
Cradled as peacefully as if asleep. 
Which, seeing, though with cheek, blanched, 
cold with fear. 
Sudden within me Hope's chilled pulses leap. 
Since He who fahhioned thee with purpose clear. 
Our drifting ship, storm-tossed, can safe to ha^> 
bor steer. 

Elita Allen Starr, 
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THE SWALLOW. 

Had I, my lore declared, tlie tirelen win^ 
That wafts the swallow to ber noctbem •lri<*, 
I would not, sheer within the rich rarprise 
Of fnll-hlown Summer, like the swallow, flia^ 
My coyer Wiiij;^ ; but would follow Spring, 
MoKxIious consort, as the daily 
Apace with suns, that o*er new 
Each morn — with rains her gentler 
briuj^. 
My pinions should beat mosio with bei 

Her smiles and odors should deliglit bm 
ever, 
Gliding, with measuretl progres s , Croaa tlia 
zone 
Where golden seas receiTe the inightT 

river. 
Unto yon lichcned cliffs, whose ridges 
Our Norscland from the Arctic surge's 

Edwkmnd Clnrtme^ 8itii\ 
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wnrmER's eightieth birthday. 

AD TIOILEM. 

What seest thou, where the peaks about thee | 

stand, 
Far up the ridge that Beyers from our tIcw 
That rcahn unrisited 7 What prospect new 

Hohls i\\y mpt eye 7 What glories of the land, 

Which from loftier cliit thou now hast scanned, 
Upon thy visage sot their lustrous hue 7 
Speak, and interpret still, O Watchman true. 

The signals answering thy lifted hand I 

And bide thee yet 1 still linger, ere thy feet 
To sainted bards tlut beckon bear thee 
down — 
Though lilies, asphodel, and spikenard sweet 

Await thy tread to blossom ; and the crown 
Long since is woven of Heaven's palm-leaves, 
meet 
For him whom Earth can lend no more re- 
nown. 

Edmmmd CUr^nf Sitdimtn. 
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yURILLa 

MuRiLLO, gentle artisi-«aiiit of old. 
Whose natiTO city genu the soaaj Und 
Wlicro Moor aud Christian fcU bj notiial hmmd I 
When first the noroll of faiue for thee uamllod. 
The waiuleriii^;^ bcj^^^ari* lincameiita w«re lold ; 
Thine own eathetlral splcmlon had be«B af—d 
And tingtul with colors of that opal atrmnd, 
Kre thou didst paiut the visioo gates of gold. 
Or saw the I>onl, in holy Francia' shrine. 
With form supernal, Uathed in heavcalj Itnm ; 
Or IIunp\rv*s K.iint, with gifts of hralinj nat ; 
Or dronmod, with Anthony, of Chrial 
Robcti in the eftlueuce of the sirs 
Whore thj Madonnas bore the InfsBt blest I 
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FLORENCE NIOHTINOALE. 

England, if Time from out the Book of Fame 
Should hlot the desperate Talor of thy men 
In the Crimea, an Englishwoman's name, 
As sweet as ever came from poets* pen. 
Would still def J him, — Florence Nightingale I 
Honor to that fair girl, whose pitying heart 
Led her across the sea, to ease the smart 
Of soldier wounds, and hush the soldier's wail. 
Men can be great when great occasions call : 
In little duties women find their spheres, 
The narrow cares that cluster round the hearth ; 
But this dear woman wipes a woman's tears, 
And wears the crown of womanhood for all. 
Happy the land that gave such goodness birth I 

Richard Henry Stoddard, 
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CLVTIE. 

SwEtT Clftio 1 luaidcii most Mtcno and fair 1 

Thy marble lifo of silent lovcliucM 

Tiino from its cold aiul witlioriug touch ahoU 

Aiul [i;;clc9s youLh, ctcrnnt beauty, blcn. 
Tliy lowly (Iruojiiiig head, tli.it uonit to wear 
Tlio inclaiiclioly gmco of pcnaiTcacsi, 
Tliy niouriifiil cycR, tli}' trembling llpi, ooafoaa 
The soul wliicb love ami grief together than. 
O'er the full ripciicss of maturity, 
The put BDd future, p.iuaiiig, bccoi to brood,— 
Autumn nnd noun, in tlieir high jubilofl. 
To serious Btilliiess ever arc subdued ; 
And BO a pensivo iluulow rests on thee. 
Fair, sweet, eontummate flower of maidenhood t 
WaUam WtlM«r* Bttrj. 
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*' AFTER LONG DAYS OF DULL PER- 
PETUAL RAIN." 

Aftkb long days of dull perpetual rain, 

And from gray skies, the sun at last shines 

bright, 
And all the sparkling trees are glad with light. 
And all the happj world laughs out again ; 
The sorrow is forgotten, past the pain ; 
For nature has no memory, feels the blight 
Of no regret, nor mars the day's delight 
With idle fears and hopes and longings rain. 

Ah me I it is not so with us ; the ghost 
Of Tanished joys pursues us erery where ; 
We live as much in all that we hare lost 
As what we own ; no present is so fair 
That the best moment's sunlight is not crossed 
By shadowy shapes of hope, and fear, and oare. 

WUUam Wttwutrt St»ry, 
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IN WINTEB. 

KrDE, keen, nil I cruel sweeps tho winter wind 1 
No pity has it for these naked boughs. 
Look I how round skriuking twigs it doth ca- 
rouse ; 
The while its echoes, buglo^hrill, aro dinned 
Across tho land, whoso energies Ho pinned 
Beneath its swoop, and which, with sleet-scamed 

brows, 
Unto the blast, liko some bond-creature, bows. 
Or like a wretch who iterates, "I *tc sinned I** 
Yet desolation worse than winter's dearth 
O'erwhelnis a soul tiiat cowercth unto Fate, 
And will not eyes uplift, nor spurn the earth. 
Nor for tho springtide with endurance wait. 
Nor disbelieve a lie that slays its mirth. 
But stands dumb, deaf and sightless nigh Lome's 
gate I 

WiUiam Sirutktrg. 
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NUBIA. 

A LAND of Drcama and Sleep •— a poppied 

land t 
AVith bIcics of endless calm aboTO her head, 
Tlio drowsy wamith of summer noonday shed 
UiK>n her hills, and silence stem and grand 
Tlironghont her Desert's tomplo-hurying sand. 
Before her tlireshoUl, in their ancient place, 
Witli elosM li|M, and fixed, majostio face, 
Noteless of Time, her dumb colossi stand. 
O, pass them not with light, irreverent tread ; 
KcsiK>et the dream that builds her fallen throne, 
And soothes her to oblivion of her woes. 
Hush 1 for she does but sleep ; she is not dead : 
Action and Toil have made the world their own, 
Bui she lias built an altar to Repose. 

Ba$ard Taylor* 
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"THE SOIX GOES FORTH AND FINDS 

SO KESTIXa PI4ACE." 

TiiK Biiul g'H's fortli aihI limla no rcitiug jibuM 
On lliii wiilu brcnst of Lifo'* uiujiiict aca 
But ill llio limit <>[ AInn. Tbo XAxionry 

Of Wrnltli mill I'uwcr fiulca out, and leaves no 

Roiiowti's fn-sh Iniiruh for a while nmy ffntce 
Tlio brow tliat wean tlicni, but tlic doxsling 

IIiu ciiiikcr in its licnrt ; Piiilosopby 
Ii nut Cuiilont, niiil Art's iiniiiortal faco 

I» Ircnolicd witli wvory furrowi : but Um 

Ilonrits in Its cclU tlio uitiafjiiig ilew 

Wliioli nil our thirst is powcrlcM to oklnuat. 
Lot Life's iinccrtnin di;;nitics di'imct. 
And if ono single ni.iiil}- bpnrt bo true, 

Aly own, contented, counts tbem cbeaplj loat. 
Bayard Taghr, 
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••AS HAPPY DWELLERS BT THE SEA- 
SIDE HEAR.*' 

As happy dwellers by the sea-side hear 
In every pause the sea's mysterious sound, 
The infinite murmur, solemn and profound^ 
Incessant, filling all the atmosphere. 
Even so I hear you, for you do surround 

My newly-waking life, and break for aye 
About the viewless shores, till they resound 

With echoes of God's greatness night and day. 
Refreshed and glad I feel the full flood-tide 
Fill every inlet of my waiting soul, 
Long-striving, eager hope, beyond control^ 
For help and strength at last is satisfied, 
And yon exalt me, like the sounding tea, 
With oeaselett whispers of eternity. 

Ctlia {Laigktoh) TkaMm 



dH 




AMERICAN BONNSTa 219 



THE FOUNTAINS OF THE RAIN. 

The merchant clouds that cniiae the sultrjr sk/. 
As soon as they have spent their freight of rmia. 
Plot how the cooling thrift the/ uaj regmu : 
All night along tlie riTer-marsh tkej lie. 
And at tlicir glKMtlj looms swift shuttles plj. 
To weave them nets wherewith the strMUBS to 

drain ; 
And often in the sea thej east a tetnet 
And draw it, dripping, past some bcadlaad bigiL 
^Inny a slender naiad, with a sigh. 
Is in their arms uptaken from the pUia ; 
Tlie trembling myrmidons of dew mnaia 
No longer than the flash of moniiiig*s •/•, 
Then back unto their misty foantaini fljr : 
This is the souros and journey of tbo raia. 
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FROST. 

How tmall a tooth iMdh mined the 

heart I 
How eold a toaeh hath aet the wood on flre^ 
Until it hlaies like a eoetlj pyre 
Bttilt for tome Gangee emperor, old and ewarty 
6oul-«pcd on eloodi of incense I Whoee the 

art 
That wcbe the Btreams, each mom, with sQYer 

wire. 
Delicate an the tension of a lyre, ^ 
'Whose falchion pries the chestnut-biirr apart ? 
It is the Frost, a nido and gothie sprite, 
Who doth nnlmild the Summer's palaced wealth, 
And puts her dear loves all to sword or flight ; 
Yet in the hushed, nnmindful winter's night 
The spoiler huilds again with jealous stealth, 
And sets a mimic garden, oold and bright. 
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" Eviry mitu'a iiD:i«liull(n hith iU frtaidL*' 

IIf. wlio iiiiist Irnil Iiih lifo where lifo begaa 

(Aiiiiil tho moiiiiLiliis or Ktlll inl.tnd pluai). 

If ho ilL'iiiro to visit nmrts itiid fnnca 

In sloricil cities, |iil^riiii ^ nU of innii, 

AVill oft liuliulil llicir visioiinry plmi 

5kctclii;J in tlic Kiiiiimcr clouds' ilow-maviitg 

Or, lonfjlnj:; fur tiic sc.i, will hour its stiuint. 
When E[»rmy wooil.t bro.ik out with praise to 

I'llU. 

So, he who lives iinfriciiilcil mid rcmotCi 
Until libcml Fnncy serving \ua dcsica : 
On every wlinl kind Kiintntions float. 
To bini nililrcs-scd ; nixl oft hia hcnrt tnkca fint 
At rumor of some masterfid emjiriac, 
Wrongbt on the earth, nnd nnthcmcd ihroiig^li 
the Hkics I 

EHilk MitliSda Thmnai. 
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ON THE SONNET. 

Grakt me twice seren splendid words, Mnse 
(Like jewel pauses on a rosary chain, 
To tell us where the ave» start again) ; 
Of these, in each Terse, one I mean to use — 
Like Theseus in the labyrinth — for clues 
To help lost Fancy striving in the brain ; 
And, Muse, if thou wilt still so kindly deign. 
Make my rhymes move by courtly twos and 

twos ! 
Oh, pardon, shades of Avon and Vauclnse, 
This rush-light burning where your lamps yet 

shine I 
A sonnet should be like the cygnet's bruise 
On polbhed waters ; or like smooth old wine, 
Or earliest honey garnered in May dews I 
And all be laid before some fair love's shrine I 

EdUk Matilda Tk^mat, 
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ON A GARDEN STATUE OF PERSEPHONE. 



And thou that by the poppj bloom do9t 
Rol>c(l in tho dasky garments of tlio eotttli. 
With shimber in tliine eyes Mid od thy niovlk. 
Sandalled with silence, baring in thy hand 
A philter for Death and a sleep-bearing waad, 
Bringcst thou the immitigable firo and diovth ? 
No ; for thy slmdowy hair is full of Indait 
Thy philter is delight, thy wand gires rest. 
See, now I fold my hands upon my breaal I 
Come, touch me with thy eool and ^"irtMiy 

palm. 
Lull inc to measureless sleep, ineifable calas 
And bear inc to thy garden in the 
Beyond whose ercr-elouded eoiifliie li^ 
A sweet, illimitable paradise I 

if Mines 
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A GREEN HERON. 

Where a bright creek into the river's side 
Shoots its keen arrow, a green heron sits. 
Watching the siinftsh as it gleaming flits 
From sheen to shade. lie sees the turtle glide 
Through the clear spaces of the rh^-tlimio 

stream. 
Like some weird fancy through a ]KXst's dream ; 
Ho turns his golden eyes from side to side, 
In Tery gladness that ho is not dead, 
While the swift wind-stream ripples overhead 
And the creek's wavelets Uabble underneath I 

Bird I that in a cheerful gloom dost live, 
Thou art, to me, a type of happy death ; 
For when then fliost away no matd will grieve 
Because a lone, strange spirit vanisheth I 
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"I SCARCELY GRIEVE, O NATURE! AT 

THE LOT/' 

I SCARCELY grieve, O Nature 1 at tho lot 

Tlint pent my life witliiii a city's bounds, 

And shut ino from thy sweetest sights and 

sounds. 
Pcrlmi)s I had not learned, if some lone cot 
Had nursed a dreamy childhood, wliat the mart 
Taught me amid its turmoil ; so my youth 
Had missed full many a storn but wholesome 

truth. 
Here, too, O Nature I in this haunt of Art, 
Thy power is on me, and I own thy thrall. 
There is no unimpressive spot on earth I 
The beauty of tho stars is over all, 
And Day and Darkness visit every hearth. 
Clouds do not scum us : yonder factory*! smoke 
Looked like a golden mist when morning broke. 

Htnry Timrod. 
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INDIAN SUMMER 

What heights of rest are in these silences I 
What thirst of plains the sunlight seems to 

slake I 
The meadows hask. No bitter north-winds 
wake 
The tree-tops from their fruitless dream of ease. 
The slow brooks murmur like a swarm of bees, 
And some shy creature in the tangled brake 
Darts and is still, and trooping sparrows 
make 
A moment's chatter in the cedar-trees. 
Then on far skies thcj quickly seem to cease, 
Or, wheeling, drop behind some stubbled 
mound ; 
But all day long the brooks find no release, 

And lift their wandering undertones of sound. 
This is the year's full flower, the orown of 
. peaoe, 
The sunlight's harrest, and the south-wind's 
bound. 

LtwU Frank Tooktr, 
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THE WIND. 

The wind, tliat poet of the elcmeata. 

To-night conies whistling down our tropic 

lanes, 
And wakes tlio slumbroot hoiirB with sweet 
refrains : 
From creamy cnps, filled with magnolia seenfta. 
His luscious lips have gained rich reconipeaao 
For scaling her green towers. To hios 

pLiins — 

While shy acacias shake their tawnj 

Tlio lonesome lily of her discontent!!. 

The jasmine, with her white soul in ber 

Hestows her holy kisses on his month ; 

Before tlic pilgrim-minstrel violets plaee 

The pur])lo censers of their fenrent joath. 
And no<lding poppies, with a drowsy grace. 
Anoint hi» feet with dream-oils of the Scmlli. 
s\fnry AthUjf ( Vam I'oorkis) 




228 AMERICAN SONNETS 



SYMPHONY. 

Not to the realm of breathbd toundB alone 
Belong all instruments of melody : 
No less than Music's self hath Poesy 
Her instruments, perchance of finer tone. 
She hath her sonnct-trumpct for her own, 
Her viols and her pipes of balladry, 
And silver flutes for love's sweet ministry 
In many a tender lyric softly blown. 
List, how in dearest harmony they sound, — > 
Cymbals and dmms beating in battle-song, 
Harp-strains of holy psalmody, u|Hitealing; 
And, heard through all, with mighty voice pro- 
found 
Out-poured, a wave of scmnd sustained and 

strong. 
The solemn epic's thunderous organ-pealing I 

Robtrtton TrawMigt, 
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Tll£ INDIAN SUMMER. 



The few sere leaves that to the branches cliiig^ 

Fall not to-day, so light the lephjrr'a breath ; 

0*cr Autuiuirt sleep now plajt the breeae of 

Spring, 

Like lovc*8 warm kiss npon the brow of death t 

Serene the firmament, save where a base 

Of dream jr softness floats upon the air. 
Or a bright cloud of amber seems to gaae 

In wild suqirise u|>on the meadows bare ; 
Summer revives, and, like a tender strain 
Borne on the night-breeze to the wandering 
ear. 
With tender sighs melts Winter's frottj chaia« 
And smiles once hiorc upon the dying /ear : 
Thus when wo deem Time's frost has rhilled 

the heart, 
At Lovo*s sweet call its languid pulses start. 

y/ciiry Tktodort T rnJ^ rmmm, 
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RECOLLECTION. 

Aa when a pUyeri weaiy of the day. 
Takes up his instruiiient end plnjs along. 
First aimlesslyy until unto some song. 
Heard , ^ ago, his fingers find their way,— 
The olatune bringing memories whieh lay 
Deep b. ried in the past, onoe glad and strong, •» 
He feels again tliose joys aroand him throng, 
And weeps ore while to think they cannot stay ; 
80 I, a-weary with the passing hours. 
In musing fell upon the name of one. 
Now dead and gone, who was once dear to me, 
And recollection sweet as summer showers 
Came back, swift as the first, fiunt gleams that 

run. 
At dawn, across a great gray waste of sea. 

WUIiam BmiUU Tf Isr. 



I ASKKD of Time 
IK* pointcil to lirr 



■Whi'i 
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And bill iiic note I 
Tliruu^li ]>o[iulou: 

»i.Ii-. 
Hv liinrlv colU^c 
^VLc^e 1>iirstj froL 

ti>lc, 
To wlicrc it LiLili 1 
S!,o W mo on ; o' 
U'licrc mile on mi 
Tlicii liomi.'ir.irtI « 
I tnn'cit her pvili 
Hut llii-rc IW lun 
TUe print* wlieic 

telbirtL 
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NATUREL 

Tbb babbling biook dolh lai^ when I eome \ 
BcMMtemy feet find mettnire with its Oft]l» 
The birds know when the friend th^ lore 

nigh. 
For I em known to them both great end inwll 
The flowers thtt on the lorelj hill-side grow 
Ezpeet nie there when Spring their bloom hes 

given; 
And man/ a tree and bush mj wanderings 

know, 
And e'en the elonds and silent stars of heaven ; 
For he who with his Maker walks aright, 
8hall be their lord, as Adam was before ; 
His ear shall eatcheaeh sound with newdeUght, 
Eaeh objeet wear the dress whieh then it wore ; 
And he, as when erect in sool he stood, 
Hear from his Father's lips that all is good. 

Jurnu VtTf, 
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TI1£ ^INIX-FLOWER. 

Thou lookest up with meek^ ooofidiaf ejt 
Upon the clouded smile of Aprirt faee. 
Unbanned though Winter stands uiiocrtAia b]r« 
Eying with jealous glanee each opcnio^ graca. 
Tliou trustest wiseljr I In thjr faith arrajed 
More glorious thou than IsracKs wisest kin^ ; 
Such faith was his whom men to death betrayed 
As thine who hear*st the timid voice of Spring, 
Wliilo other flowers still hide them from Ikt 

call 
Along the rirer's brink and meadows bare. 
Tiico will I seek beside the stooj wall 
And in thy trust with childlike heart would 

share, 
0*erjoyed that in thy earlj leares I find 
A lesson taught bj him who lored all bai 

kind. 



284 



AMERICAN SONNETS 



UK WAS ACQUAINTED WTTU GRIEF. 



I CAXMOT tell the lorrows that I Ccel 

Bjr the night*t darknesf, by the prison's gloom ; 

There is no sight that can the death reveal 

The spirit suffers in a liring tomb ; 

There is no sound of grief that mourners raise^ 

No moaning of the wind, or dirge-like sea. 

Nor hjmus, though prophet tones inspire the 

Uys, 
Tlwt can the spirit's grief awake in thee. 
Thou too must suffer, as it suffers hero, 
The death in Christ, to know the Father's loTe ; 
Then in tlie strains that angels love to hear 
Thou too sludt hear the Spirit's song above. 
And learn in grief what these ean never tell, 
A note too deep for earthly Toioe to swell. 

Joaef Ksfy. 
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LOVE AGAINST LOVE. 

As unto blooiiiiug ruses, summer dewi. 

Or iiioriiiii|;*s amber to tlie trec-to|i ehotn. 
So to my boAom are tlio beams that use 

To rain on luc from eyes tluit Love inaptres ; 
Your love, — vouchsafe it, ruyal-bcmrtod Few, <— 

Aud I will set no comim>u prtoo tlicreun ; 
O, I will keep, as Heaven bis bolj blue. 

Or Ni|;ht her diamonds, tliat dear Xxtmamg9 
won. 
But aught of inward faith must I forego, 

Or miss one drop from Truth's bapUsoHd 
liand, 
Tliink i>oorcr thoughts, pray cheaper pimjefs, 
and gi*ow 
Less worthy trust, to meet your hearts* 
maud : 
Farewell 1 your wish I for your sake deaj ; 
Rebel to love in truth to love am I. 

David Atwecd Wt 
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PRIDE. 

Could one ascend with an unheard-of flight, 
And tkjward, skjward without limit soar, 
Am if the pinion of a god he wore. 

Till earth were left a dwindling star, whose 
light 

Flew faint upon his track, — at last his height 
All height would vanquish ; there in deeps of 

space 
Were neither upper nor inferior place : 

Distinction's little zone hclow him quite. 
Ob I happjr dreams of such a soul have I, 

And softljr to my heart of him I sing, 

Whose seraph pride all pride doth overwing, 
Soars unto meekness, reaches low by high, 
And, as in grand equalities of the sky. 

Standi level with the beggar and the king. 

David Atwood Wat$ou* 
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TUE MEMORT OF THE HEART. 

If stores of dry and learned lore we gmiii» 
Wc keep them in the memory of the brmia ; 
Names, things, and facta — whaie'er we 

ledge call, 
There is the common ledger for tbem all ; 
And images on this cold surface traced 
Make slight impressions, and are aooo effaeed. 

But we Ve a page more glowing and aote 

bright. 
On which our friendship and onr lore to write ; 
That these may never from the soul depart. 
We trust them to the memory of the heart. 
Tliero is no dinuuing — no eflTaecnient here ; 
Each new pulsation keeps the record clear; 
Warm, golden letters, all the tablet fill. 
Nor lose their lustre till the heart ttanda itill. 
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EURTALU& 

Upward we went by fields of asphodel, 
Leariog Ortjgia's moat- bound walls bolow, 
Bj orchards where the wind-flowers' drifted 

snow 
Laj softlj heaped upon the turTs light swell, 
By gardens whence upon the wayside fell 
Jasmine and rose in April's overflow, 
Till, winding up Epipolfe*s wide brow, 
We reached at last the lonely citadel. 

There, on the ruined rampart climbing high. 
We sat and dreamed among the browsing sheep. 
Until we heard the tnimpet's startled cry 
Waking a clang of arms about the keep. 
And seaward saw, with rapt, foreboding eye, 
The sails of Athens whiten on the deep. 

Edith Wkarion, 
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TO EDOAR ALLAN POE. 

WnEX first I looked into thj glorioiu ejM» 

And saw, with their unearthlj beAotj p*^?^^ 
Heaven deepening within heaTen, like lh« 

Of autumn nights without a shadow 
I stood as one whom some strange dreaai ••• 
thralls ; 

For, far away, in some lost life diriae. 
Some land which every glorious dreans reealW» 

A spirit looked on me with eyes like thtae. 

£*cn now, though death has reiled their starry 

light. 

And closed their lids in his relentless aigbt — 

As some strange dream, remembered ui m 

dream, 

Again I see in sleep their tender beam ; 

Unfading hopes their cloudless axore fill. 

Heaven deepening within heaven, sereae 

sUll. 

Sank ffeUn (Pmtn) VTftteei 
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TO EDGAR ALLAN FOE. 

Ir tbj Hul heart, pining for human loTe« 
Li iU earth Holitude grow dark with fear, 
Lrsi the high Sun of Heaven itiielf should prove 
Powerless to saro from that phantasmal sphere 
Wherein thjr spirit wandered — if the ilowen 
Tluit pressed around thj feet seemed but to 

hloom 
In lone Gothsenmnes, through starless hours, 
When all who loved Iwd left thee to thj 

doom : — 
Oh, yet believe that in that liollow vale 
Where thj soul lingers, waiting to attain 
80 much of Heaven's sweet graee as shall avail 
To lift its bunlcn of remorseful pain, — 
Mj soul shall meet tlieo and its heaven forego 
Till God's great love on both one hope, ono 

Heaven bestow. 

AsmA litUn (^nstn) WkUmmn, 
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A DROP OF INK. 

This drop of ink olianco leaves upon mj pen, 
What ini^ht it write in Milton*8 mighty luincl I 
What might it speak at Sliakcspearo't high 
coniinand I 
What xs'onU to thrill the throbbing hoorta of 

men I 
Or from Hccthovcn*8 soul a grand amon. 

All life and death in ono full coinpaaa 

8|mnncd f 
Who coiiUl its power in Goethe's touch with- 
stand ? 
Wliat words of tnith it holds beyond our kon, — 
AVhat blessed promise wo would fain bo told. 
And cannot, — what grim sentence dread as 
<leatli, — 
What venomous lie, that never shall unfold, — 
W^hat law, undoing seicuoo with a breath I 
But — mockery of life's quick-wasted lot — 
Dropped on a virgin sheet 'tis but a blot I 

EmeH WkUmtg. 
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REQUITAL. 

A0 Ii1mii*s Frophety when his last daj drew 
Nigh to iU eloee, beioaght all men to uj 
Whom he had wrongedi io whom he then 
•hould paj 
A debt forgotten, or for pardon sne. 
And, through the ailenee of his weeping friends, 
A strange voice cried : " Then owest me a 
debt,** 
*' Allah be praised 1 " he answered. " Eren 

jot 
He gives mo power to make to thee amends. 
Oh friend 1 1 thank thee for thj timelj word." 

So mns the tale. Its lesson all maj heed, 
For all have sinned in thought, or word, or 

deed. 
Or, like the Prophet, through negleot have 

erred. 
All need forgiveness, all have debts to paj 
Ere the night eometh, while it still is daj. 



' ^> - -St *^U .1,. 




AMERICAN BONNETS 243 



FORGIVENESS. 

My heart was heary, for its trust had been 
Abused, its kindness answered with fool 
wrong ; 
So, turning gloomily from mj fellow-men, 

One summer Sabbath day I strolled among 
The green mounds of the Tillage bnrial-place ; 
Wlierc, pondering how all homan love and 

hate 
Find one sad level ; and how, soon or late^ 
Wronged and wrongdoer, each with meekenod 
face, 
And cold hands folded over a still heart, 
Pass the green threshold of our common grare. 
Whither all footsteps tend, whence none de- 
part. 
Awed for myself, and pitying my race. 
Our common sorrow, like a mighty ware, 
Swept all my pride away, and trembling I fofw 
gave I 

John GrttnUt^ WkUikr. 
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TO THE MOCEINQ-BIRD. 



WiNQBD mimie of tho woods t thon nioilej fool I 

Who shall thj gmj hofFooiiorj describe ? 
Thine erer-iesd j notes of ridicule 

Pursue thj fellows still with jest and gibe : 

Wit, sophisty songster, Yorick of thy tribCf 
Thou sportive satirist of Nature's school ; 

To thee the palm of scoffing wo ascribe, 
Arch-mocker and mad Abbot of Misrule 1 

For such thou art bj daj, — but all night 
long 
Thou pour*st a soft, sweet, pensire, solemn 
strain, 

As if thou didst in this thj moonlight song 
liike to the melancholy Jacques complain. 

Musing on falsehood, folly, rice, and wrong, 
And sighing for thy motley coat againt 

RUAard mmy Wild: 
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THK SNOW-FLAKE. 

Faik, f rmgile waif ; — wImmo waadering ebild 
art Umni I 
CUmb'd'it Ukni the mm*! beain^ from the ocean's 

breast, 
Or from some ice-«i^»ped mountain's sparkling 
ercst ; 
Or from the riU whieli batlied yon hiU's lioi 
brow 
Wben summer's ferer baraed; — all asheny 
now, 
With winter's sarage frown ? or didst then 

rest 
Within some pool which breathing spring oi^ 
ressed 
With silken leaTcs, that decked the dipping 
bough? 
Majhap a tear-like drop of morning's dew 
Wert thou — spilled from the hare-boll's trem- 
bling cap, 
Or nestled on some blade — content to be 
The glory of the ray which bare thee ap^ 
Far — far — within the skies' wide sea of 
blae : — 
Now, wandering back aeross the f rosea lea. 

Mi99€fi Aimi frBSMI* 
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TO ROBERT LOUIS ST£V£NS< 

Bkcausk tlio WAj is long, aud we nuij 
Meet faeo to face this ttdo tho 

Luid ; 
Beeaiiso — a thoumnd things 1 - 
tho hand 
May seek in friendly, but in rain, end 
Some drcAincd-of clasp ; because, tb< 
may sever 
This kindred - seeking dust, thei 

strand 
Too far for loving thoughts — spr 
or sand, 
Forovermorc, thought scomctli them fo 

Therefore lest fate hold by her barrie 
No kiiullicr proving, hence, than in tl 
Lest on that unknown bourn th 
meeting, — 
For thee, upon tlie tide of good and il 
Which floods with ceaseless flow thit 
cast 
This waif : for thee, brave heart, 
best greeting. 

Bobtrt Buna 





248 AMERICAN 80NNET8 



AT GIBRALTAR 

I. 

Ekoland, I stand on thy imperial groancU 
Not all a stianger ; as thy bu^es blow, 
I feel within my blood old battles flow — 
The blood whoee ancient founts in thee are 

found. 
Still surging dark against the Christian bound 
Wide Islam presses ; well its peoples know 
Thy heights that watch them wandering be- 
low ; 
I think how Lucknow heard their gathering 
sound. 

I turn, and meet the cruel, tnrbaned face. 

England, 'tis sweet to be so much thy son I 
I feel the concpieror in my blood and race ; 

Last night Trafalgar awed me, and to-day 
Gibraltar wakened ; hark, thy CTcning gun 

Startles the desert OTer Africa I 

O€org§ Edward Woodberr^, 
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AT GIBRALTAR, 
u. 

Thou art the rock of empire, set mid-ACua 
Between tho East aud West, Uu&t God has 

built ; 
Advance thy Roman borders where tiiou wilt. 
While run thy iirniics true with his decrees. 
Law, justice, libei*ty — great gifts aro tliese ; 
Watch tluit they spread where English blood 
is spilt, 
Lest, mixed and sullied with his country's guilt 
The soldier's lifcstrcam flow, aud Ileaveu di»- 
pleobO 1 

Two swords there are : one naked, apt to smite 

Thy blade of war ; and, battle-storied, ouo 
Rejoices in tho sheath, and hides from light. 
American I am ; would wars were douo I 
Now westward, look, my country bids good- 
night — 
Peace to the world from ports without a gun t 

Gtorgt Edward Woodbtrrjf, 
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or SUCH AS I UAVE. 

LoVK mo Tor wlut I Bin, Lore. Nnt for uke 
Of (oiiw iiiuginnl Uiiug wliich I niii^lit be, 
Soma briglitncw or mmim goodncM not in mc, 
Burn or }onr Irapo, m tiairn to oyci that wak» 
ImngiiMMl utonu bofora Uw inomiDg break. 
If I, to jileoM jou (whom I fain woiiM pIcAM)), 
Rptot niyiwlf liku iiFW kry to old tunc, 
Chuiiicil tliutiglit, rciiioilellcd aotion, *oiy wMn 
Mjr buiil would diii from joun, Mid bjr do- 

Tbo lof inc, fiiullf fricml, mi cIom to^j. 
Would vaniali, kikI itiiollicr take bcr jilaM, — 
A (tnmger witb a ■tmngcr'i ncrutiniea, 
A now rogard, an nDfamiliar face. 
Lorn m« for what I am, tben, if jon may ; 
Ih^ if jro« (■auot, — loTO no either waj. 

Bank Cknumf IKMbtf, 
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18^!>," \wm ],iMM,nl tor tlia fint lluw. 

BllVAliT, ^VlLLlAU Cl'I.LKN. Ktviu /'iwfiVof H'ortf. 
l^liua )>> 1-i.rku CkULii. (1>- A|>pU't.« & Co., 
iNuw York. 1SS.'1.) Vol. i-.top.-* liri, IM, Iflct. 

BiTBK»:it. Hknhv CuvLKit. From TAf CfMirrj 
Magaiiae, Vul. xxvi., luijifo U:tl>. Tlin ■nnnvt 
wna rrnil nt lliu fiiruwuU dinner pren to 3iigoix 
SnlTiiii in Xvw York, April »l. IStCl. 

BuKl.Kloll, (}iu>ii<iE SiiKrAiiii. From tlio Prmi- 
denct Saniliiif .lournal. Scptcmbor 20, l(>8ri. 

CttADWinK, John Whitk. Trom .1 Itvko/Porm*. 
{Rolx-rta linitWra. llmtnn. lt«S.) rnfrn 54, fri. 

CuAHNINn, WlLUAM F.I.LF.HV. Fint MnMt, fiom 
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Poewuu (LitUo A Brown, Boston, 1843.) Pngo 
144. —Second lonnot, from Poem$, Second So* 
rica. (Jiunra Monroo & €^, Boston, 1847.) Pago 
112. 

CiiKMKr, John Vancr. From Thitile Drift. (Fred- 
erick A. Stokes, Now York, 1887.) Pac^o 93. 

CoLURR, Thomas STRniRMs. From Song Spray, 
(rari J. Viots, Now London, Conn., 188U.) Pngo 
154. 

CoNR, IIrlrk Okay. From 06froii and Pudct 
Vmei Grave and Gaif, (CassoU A Co., limitod, 
New York, 1885.) Page 72. 

CoouiKiTH, Ina Donna. From A Per/eel Dag, 
and other Poem$. (Author's Subscription Kdi- 
tiun, San Fmncifico. 1881.) Papro 101. 

CovKV, Silvia Lawson. From The O&rland 
Monthljf, SecoiMl Series. Vol. viii., pap^ 347. 

Cram, Halth Ai>ams. From Uie Boston Evening 
Tranticrijtt. July 18, 188t). 

CrANCH, CHKISTOrHKIi PRAUSK. **Lifo And 
Dcatli,** 1., II., from Ariel and Caliban^ and other 
Poemn. (IIouf«:hton, Mifllin & Co., Boston, 1887.) 
VagiB lOU, 101. — ** Robert Browningr,** road at 
tho Browning; memorial meeting^ in Boston, Jan- 
nary 28, 18iH>. 

Crandall,Charlk8 IIrnry. From thei^ev York 
Tribune, Jannary 1, 1882. 

Dkan, Ellrn. Tliis sonnet is hero published for 
tho first time. 

DoDOR, I^Laiiy Maprs. From Along the M'ag. 
(Charles Soribner's Sons, New York, 1870.) 
Pages 03, 72. 

Dorr, Jvua Caromnb (RirucT). '* To-day,** 
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from Friar Annelmo, and other Pamu. (CharlM 

Scribner's Sons. Now York, 187l>.) Paffe 147. — 

** Renioinbranco/* from Serihner'^g Magaximu 

Vol. i., pajjo 445. 
DuuAMT, llkLO'uiic From Pirn NttdUi; or, jmn- 

neU and Songs, (G. P. Putnam's Sona, Now York, 

lS<t.) Paj^wi 21. ;U). 
DvKU, I^riH. (Privately printecL) 
KciAKf Mauuick KiiANCift. From PreiutieM. (Pe- 

Ur F. CunninifUam & Son, Pliilailolpliia, 188a) 

Pnfjfs i;J, 22. 
Fawcktt, Kdoaii. ** Two PliaMw,** from Rowuinet 

and Uicelry, (Ticknor & Co.. Boiitoa, 18e«4t.) 

Pat-o 1S'». — *' Crownii," " Tho Hours,** " A Tig«r 

Lily," fi*t>iii Somj and Storjf, (James R. Osgood 

it Co., IJaston, isS4.) Paiges lOS, 170. 17(1. 
Fkllowks, Cauounr WiLDiuu Prom The Aiiam" 

tic Monthly. \o\, Iviii., |mgo 228. 
FosTKU. ])avii» Skaats. From Jleberca the IKiVcA, 

and other Tales in ^fetr€, (G. P. PutiLim*8 801M, 

Now York and I^iulon, ISSH.) Paj^e 7'». 
F08TKH, William ]*kk800tt. From The CemtMty 

Magazine. Vol. xxviii., p.i|ro 8IJ2. 
Oakhkson, Wknukll Phillips. From J%e C5r»- 

turg Magazine. Vol. xxxv., l*ago 407. 
GAitHi80N, William Llovd. From Setrctiomfrom 

the Writings and Sfterches of William Uojfd Gar* 

rison. (R. T. Wallcut, iiostou, 1852.) Pago 

2;}(). 
GiuAON, William. From Poems 0/ Mang Yean 

and Mang Places. (Leo & Shepard, Bostoa, 

1881.) Pajfes 10.% IW. ' 
Qii.DRR, RicRARn Watson. "The Celestial Pa*- 
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IIOLDKN, WAUiiKif. Proiii Fourtrm i^mtte($. (J. 

H. Lippiiicott A Co., nii]iulo]|iliia, ISSS.) Vol- 

iinio iiol papnl. 
II01.1.ANP, .loMiAii Oiuir.iiT. Fruiii 7*Ar /*«nVitii*f 

(7i4f «/ iini/ «Wirr /Wmx. (C*liArl«Mi S*ril>iior *■ Ssm, 

Now York. IS^I.) I'np* HW, 
lIoi.MFJ«, O1.IVKU Wkniikuu ** N««ariii|; tho Snow 

Liii«\** frtnu /Wmi«. Now Ilttvimnl Kilitum. 

(noii};:lit«m. (V«{;(mk1 1^ iV, HtMtoii, ISTO.) Vng* 

•JIS. — " Voritiw/* fwm 2'Af Iron (iatr, uml oik<r 

l\^m$. (ll«in):Utom MiflUii ^ Co., H(iii(«>ii. IS^K) 

riip» ;L». — " 'n» .1. 0. WluHiiT on liM KiirUtioUi 

Hirtluljiv,*' fn»Mi AVir Vori* Cri/iV. Now S*ric«. 

Vol. vili., p«p» •»«'ttK 
lIovKiNH, LoriHA Paiimonh (Stonk). From irAi/# 

Mountain IWnis ami /'Afifoj/ni/iAii. (PriTAt<»ly 

]>riiito(l. ISS-i.) 
IIoroiiToN, (Ikoiuik Wamiiinotc^n Wiuuiit. From 

iV('(i//<fnf. itntl othrr l*ormM, (]Ioii(;IiUm, MiflUo 

iV- Co., is^j.) iNi^i. ;u;. 

IIowi.ANH. IIknuy Kavmono. From Tkt Crnturg 

^fi^^J*l:^^tf, Vol. xxvii., |»n;ri» iMtt. 
lIri>HON, Mauv (Ci.KMMKii) (Amkm). Froni Pormg 

of Lift tiud Saturr, (•). IC l>HpNMl 1^ Co., llo*- 

tt»n. iss:l.) Tjik'o i»7-.*. 
Jaokhon, Uki.k.n Mauia (Fihkk) (llrirr). Fnini 

IVrxfji. (UoWrtM Hrothort, Ikwiton, 1H8S.) 

Jknnihon, LvriA (Wiiiti*.) (**l)^«^on luiuiloy **). 
Krtnu 7<i>rr Pormn oml Sonnrts, (Ciipplcs, Upliam 
*^- Co., n.vHton. IS'^l.) Tap^n 88. \Y2, 110. 17:1. 

•Ikwkit. Si>iMiiK (**Klh«n Uiirnmjjiw *'). From Tkn 
Crntury }fngazinf» Vol. xxxix., \mg9 870. 
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JomnoTf, RonviiT Uhpkiiwooix FVmh 77W Cra- 

turjf Mtiffttxine, Vol. xxxi., |Hig« 73. 
Kat, Ciiaklkh itK. Knnii YIW Xioiv Pofm» of 

I^uig i^iriKini/, (l>. Appli^ton Jk Oa, N«w 

York, 1SS:1.) Tnpi (UK 
Kkxyon, Jamka Uknjamin. Wttm In liffttmn (/ 

Mil. {CiuineW it Co., Uiiiiitcxl. Now York, 1H87.) 

KiNNKT, KuKAiiKTii Clrmkntink (IXyihyk) (Stkh- 

man). Kihmii IWmM, (Html «% lloiii^hton, New 

York, IS<»7.) r«p' 2 IK. 
IaAioiiton. Ai.nKUT. Kn»in Voemt, (A. WillUms 

it r«».. lliMtoii. 1S7S.) Tn^o I'.n*. 
Lanikh, 81PNKV. From iWmf. K«lit<Hl by hU 

wifo, with a Moiuorial hj WiUiAm llAyra Ward. . 

(OhnrliMi Si^riltm^r'ii Stnm Now York, 188S.) 

IV" -7, 101, l(n», 8,V 
Laiuh>m, Lrrv. bVi>m rorms, lloum^hoUl luUtion. 

(lIouK'Ktoii, Miniiii it To., 1K^\) ri%p> )i'2i\. 
Lauiikmouk, Wii.nt'ii. Kntm Mi*ther Carrji*i 

ChicifHf, {VtumAl it Co., Now York, 1888,) 

Vn^ 84. 
I«ATiiKor, Okokok rAKaoNn. Vnvni iioM* and 

Ho^lf'trrt: iVmt. (J. U. IVihhI it Co., 1875.) 

Tup^ii tl-.». IKI. 
IaAwton. William Chakhton. VVoni 7*Ar «'lf/iifi- 

tic Mtmlhtf/. Vol. Ixii., |vti);;v 4(Vl. 
LAZAKra, Kmma. From /*(>rMji. (Uoii);hton,MiflUii 

* Co., IWton. 18Sa) Vi»l. I., juiRtm •JlHl, 1»U. 
LoNnPKMX>w, IIknky Waiwwohtii. From Poet' 

icat Work-M. (Iloig^liton, MiAlin 4k Co., ItoatiMi, 

1888.) Vol ai., |vi|;<m 140, 21V4, 3ia, 2*J0. 
Lord, Wiijjam Sinou^ir. From Beods t/ Morn- 
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iny. (Uuifonuty IVm* C(K, Efanituii, IlUnoii, 

LowKix, Jamkii Ki'MRLL. ** To the Spirit of 
Keats,** from l*or(icni Work't. UotiMlutltl Edi- 
tion. (J. U. m^^HHl A ViK, lliwtuu, 18711.) \\xg9 

*J0. — " To a Krioiul. llw Maple," mul '•To a 

l-Aily plaviii); on iho Cithi»ni,*' from UeurtuoM 
anii l\ur, (lIoii);h(oii, MiAliu it Co., lUwtua, 

isss.) rup'*;w, ii;*s U7. 

I.owKi.u Mauia vWiiirK). Fftnu Tk* Piometr, 

Li'nKUM, i*nAUi.r» Hknuy. FVom Scribiur^g Ma^ 

uriric*. Vol. ii., pajye OlTi 
Lint, Dkoiuik. From iVffi«. (Oupplee, Upham 

t^' i\... Ui^ston. IS^i.) Vh^ l7tV. 
Lint, Ai>ki.ink Thkauwkll (l*Aiu«ONa). From 

I ho 7^M^>f♦ /'.'ivNiwy Trtmscript. April .1, ISS8, 
Mai'K, Fii.\NrK.«» l«AiMiiTi>!f. Fitmi Vmier Vim 

ami Vium. iTioknor t« Co,, lUwtou, ISSSw) 

Maiikiiam, CiiAKLKM F.i»wiN. '* llio l.a»t Fur- 
row,'* fpiMu SiriSnrr*» .ViiytuiNi'. Vol. i., pHp» 
h'S, — '* .Vftor Komliit); SlmkH|Hnire,** from 'A# 
Crntury J\/.iyiui«<'. Vol. xxtiv., iwpf iJ^tl, •— ** The 
Criokct," fr*>m Tht CV»ifury Mayntine. Vol. xxxvu, 
paj;:o .*>07. — ** S>wiii>j the Shnmil,** fnnu 'fhe lAHf 
ilon ComnumuYitl, Volume ami ilato not aaoer> 
tulnoil. 

MAU.«(it, JiM.iKT r. Fnmt The C*ntury Ma^iim* 
Vol. xxvii., pa^:o \i\\ 

Mahon, Mauy ArorttTA. From Ths Uom$ Jour* 
mil. Anpwt 21. 1880. 

MrKxioiiT, Gkokok. From Firm Onwnd, Tkouffkis 
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OH Life and Faith. (PttblMhed bj the Anthor, 

Sc«rliii|r, New York, 1877.) Va«if% 00, OU, 120. 
MrrciiKLL, LANonON Elwvn. From Tint Ceaiurg 

Uaffaziti^ Vol. xxxviiU, |Mf»o 2H5. 
MoMKOK, IIakrikt. From Tk$ Ceniurg MagaMtm. 

V«>1. xxsix., pngo niil. 
MooRK, Jkiwik (Ooodwin). From The M'oman^M 

JoMrmuL Volume ami date m>t aecertained. 
JloHiiic Jamks Hkrhrkt. From Summer Uavtn 

Songt. {G. V. riitrauu*e Som, New York, 1880.) 

UovLTOH, liOiTMR (CiiANni.Ru). '*Tke Cup of 
l>oath/* *Mlto JaoeC* '* A Parable,** from In th§ 
Gardrn of DrramM. LjfticM and SonnrtM, (liob* 
erU HmtberiK lioaton, IMN).) Vngvn 7i>, 88,113. 
— ** KoWri Urowninfr/* from The Youth's Com- 
panion. January 10, 181H). 

Nrj«MiTii, ,lAMKn KuNKfiT. From Monad noc^ and 
othrr Sk'ttvheM in Vent* (PriiitiMl at ike Uivemide 
TruiM, l!ambriilKe* 1888.) I'at^e 44. 

OfMOu, Marciakkt (Fulukk). From Art^ Litera- 
tmrtt ami the J}rama. Kilitod by Artbur B. Ful- 
ler. (Uoberta llroUiora, lloeton, 1875.) Page 
241). 

Paukrr, Tiirooorr. From Theodore Varkrr: A 
Jtiografthg, Ity CKstaTiiia Itrooka Frutbiu|fham. 
(J. n, ()N|riHMl A Co., lloaion, 1874) Page 00. 

PRRCIVAL, Jamrm Oatrm. From Poetical Work*, 
(Tioknor A FiolcU, lioatou, 1850.) Vol. L, pagv 

soa 

PRRRT, Carlotta. From rormj. (Uelfotd, 
Clarke A Co., Ckioaffo, New York, San Fma- 
eiMMi,l888.) P^cea lOa, 24a 
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Pkkky, LaLLAii Cabot. From The Heart ^ tU 
Weed, (lloui^hton, MiHUii A Co., Boston, 188(1) 
Papw 1, 4r», 70. 

Putt, John .Iamkh. '* My Slindow m Stature,** and 
** A Kuok of ifoUl,** fniiii MVjt/irn HV/ii/oirs. (J. 
U. Drt^MHl it Co., litwtun, 1S78.) Pii|:f« 1^3, 
l.M. — *'Tlio Wmug Stnto,** fniiu tl&o llosiom 
Kcrnimj TninMcri^tt, U^tobt^r 20, I8SS. 

PifKKUiNu, IIknuy. Fruiii Jimng of J'trstum, ami 
othvr Contftafitionn in Wrse. (CumIuii^; «& Applo> 
tun. 8«loiii, ISA*.) Pnpj 7S. 

PoK, KiHiAU Ali^n. Fnnii irurX-f. KUttMl by 
,1ohn H. ln)^am. (.Vdiini «.( Cliarlon lilaok, Ed- 
inburgh, ISSl.) Vol. iii., |wpNi 1*7, *tii. 

VniJMOS, MAmiAiiKT Junkin. From Colonial 
liulltuin, SuHtirU ami otktr Vrrae. (lloui^Uton, 
Millliii it 1 u., ItiMtoii. 1SS7.) Pii|;ra \K intTi. 

Kkkhk, l.iZKTTK \ViH>[>woKTii. Froiii The Century 
Mai/tisine. Vul. xx&ix., ^Nip) 8I^J. 

Uii'iiAiu>H, Anna (Mati.aok). From Jitter and 
Spirit. (^. G. i*ii|»pluti Coiuimiiy, Bontoii, 18U0.) 
Paj;c 71. 

Uii.KY, Jami:h. Fnmi Voem$. (T. B. Noouan A 
Co., IJtKstoii. l.V<S.) Pnpj IW. 

Kii.KY, Ja.mi:h WiiiTuoMH. •* Time,'* from AJtet' 
u'hilts. (lloweu-Mcrrill Coiu{miiy, IiHliaiia|>olia, 
ISSS.) Vn^v 7{<. — *MVh»'u Sho comes Homo,*' 
frtuii Thf Crnluri/ Maynzinr, VoL zzxiT., pngm 
17r>. 

Koiii.K{«, Anna Katiikuink (Grkrn). Prom 77U 
Defrnse of the liride. (0. P. Putiuim^e Sona, New 
York, 1S^L\) Pu^otW. 

Rollins, Aucr Mahland (Wklumotom). Fton 
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Tk$ Ring of AmtikgtL (Q. P. PttCaMn** Som, 

New York, 187^) Paget 87, fia 
Samfoiid. IIbmky SuKLTOit, Jh. FVom ScribtmrU 

MapaMtHe. Vol. it., iwipe tUH. 
Savamk, MiMOT JviwoM. Vrvm Poemt. (Qmm^ 

II. Ellia, Itoiitoii, 1882.) P«|;:e 144. 
Saxr, JoiiM iloDrMKY. From ScrihmerU Magatim. 

Vol. si., i*i^g9 t^}t<. 
Saxton, Anukkw Kick. " The InTisibVe Land,** 

frtHu S^cribiur*§ Mtijfatiite. Vol. xvi., pnipe 7iM.— 

'* rh9 CWerlUiwiiii; Cup,** fitnu Serilmer*» Maga- 

fiW. Vol. iviu, \vk^ 581. 
8gollari>, Cunton. •» A Pearl," and ** \\Tieat," 

from Old ami Xew World LjfricM, (Krederick 

A. Slokiw A UrtUhor, Now York, 1888.) Vugtm 

137, 140. — ••The Arvtio Cirw," from ll'iM Heed 

and L^rv. (D. Lothrop Compeny, 188(1.) Page 

lUI. 
SnRKMAN, FiUNK DKMncTKii. *' Perpetuity,** 

from The Crnturjf Mugaxine, Vol. xl., page 

5415. — ** Ro-awakemnjj,** from Madrigatt and 

CiitcheM, (\Mute, Stokee A Allen, New York, 

1887.) Page 1 UU 
Sill, Kuwakd Rowland. From Poemt. (ITougli- 

ton, Miftlin A Co., Uoeton, 1888.) Page ^A. 
SiMMa, WiLUAM GiLMOKR. From Poem$ : Die- 

$criptivf. Dramatic, Legendary, ami Co»iemplaitv$, 

(UetlArld. Now York, 1853.) Vol. 11, page 12. 
Smith. Mat Uilky. From Uarper'B JdagaMin$. 

(Copyright, 18tK), by Harper A Uroihere.) VoL 

Ixxx., page 23tf. 
Spauldimo, SraAN Marb. FVom 7)U AdatUk 

MoiUklg. Vol. 11, page 217. 
Starr, Euxa AmtM. From Somg$ ^a Liff^Tim^, 
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(l^»blUhed by the Autliar, Chicago, lUinuM, 

Stkdman, Kdmvnd Clakkxcb. **Th« Swallow,** 
fnuii iVoVd/ Works, HouMholU EJiikm. 
(llouK'htou, MilUiii A Co.. ISS4.) V»g9 10l\ — 
'' Whittier*s Ei^rhtieih RirthiUy,*' fmm Uio Xew 
York' Critic. Now S>ri«i. Vol. vui., pag* 33(1 

Stick NKY» JruA Noykh. From TA* lioston £v€i^ 
ing Tru M*iTi/rf. May 21, ISSS. 

$Toni>AKi>, KiOHAiu> Hkxky. FitMu Poemu 
(Charles Siribner*» Smis, New York, 1880.) Pag* 

^OKY, AYiLiJAM Wktmokk. ** OlTtie,** from Po- 
ruLi. ( Littlo iV llrowii, ilonton, 1S47.) Pagw 
1>J4. — *' After lA>iijr l>iiy» of l>ull IVrpetiud 
Kiiin/* frtMu rorins, (Uou^i^hUm, Miftlin <t Cow, 
Hiiitton, lSS(i.) Vol. ii.» |M«pi 2Sl). 

Stiu'tiikk!«, William. Krom tho lioston Evening 
Transcript. April \\ ISSS. 

Taylou, IVvYAiut. From Pofms of the Orient, 
(Tiikiutr i<^' FioKU. llotitoii. ISlKU) Pagos IC. 182. 

Tmaxtkh, (V.ll\ (Laiohtom). From iVi/1- U1r«/. 
(lloujchtou. Mimiii i^- IV. ISS7.) Pap^ IKV 

Tjiomah, KuiTii Matili>a. From *4 AVii» Year's 
3/ii.N-(/ut', (i/t(/ othrr Vormit. (lloughtou. Mifllin ift 
Co., lUvHtou, IS^'..) Piij,'©!* ILH), 121, llVs 133. 

Tito>irHON, Matiuck. **(>ii a Oartlou Statiia of 
IVrsophiMio," frutu Sonys of Kair Weather, (J. 
K. Oa^oixi il- (V. Hilton, ISSil.) Pai;e u4l. ** TU 
Groen Ho run." (Nut kiiowu, eren by aatbor, 
>»hero published.) 

Tlmrod, IIknky. Frtim Poems. (£. J. HaU A 
Son, X«w York. 1S78.) Pa^ 200. 
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TOOKKH, I.KWIH KllANK. KfUIII Th§ CtHtUTjf Ma^' 

atine. Vol. xxv., |mici« ^n* 
TowNHKNi), Maiiv Ahiii.kv (Van ViX>inilll). 

Kntiii IhttTH the ItayoH awl ttlhrr l\irm», (JunuNi 

U. (VipHi«l %i (%!., IUmUmv ISSJ ) Tiip^ 11K\ 
Tkowhuiihik, K«)iiKUTfH)N. Kmiit iho Nfto York 

Critir. NVw Si»ri«»m V«»l. x., |»np« »V<, 
TiirNKHMAN, IIknuy Tiikoihuck. From iVnu. 

(TirkiMir. UihhI Jk KMU, lUwt4m, 1851.) Vmgo 

i:»4. 

Tyi.kk, William lUiiTLKTr. Krom iho Jtofton 
Krrminy 'l\tiH$t'riftt, Aii^iini 2.'l» ISS7. 

Vkhv, «l«iNKi«. Fnnn l\*rm* and h^MOffH, dwu 
plolo Niul Ut^viiMMl h^lilioii. (Uou);htou, Miniin 
Jk l\i.. IttMtoii, IK^V.) ra»c«»i« «W». 7l\ 77, IM. 

WAwmN. l>AVii» At\vim>i». Kn»ni l\temf, (Ijo« 
d Sli«*|»nnL UtMl«Hi, IK'^S.) Vapm 7H, N). 

Wkhhtkii, Haniku Kn»ni /ViVu/r /,{/«» of Daniel 
\Vrb*trr, I ly iMuirl«*N I «Miiiiinii. ( 1 1 iiriH«r if^ llmth- 
rn, Now Yi>rk, 1S.VJ.) IV^) 121. 'Hiiii •oniiei 
WMM writ Ion ill l^ondon, NoToiiiWr 10, ISIltK 

WiiAHToN, KiMTii. Kniiii Th$ Atitintic J/on/A/jf. 
Vol. Uiv., iMifCo 7(U. 

Whitman, Saiiaii IIklkn (r«>WKMi«). From 
/Wmi«. (UiHi);lil«>n, ()m|;«ni4I it l%i., llmiUm, 1870.) 

WlllTHKY, KllNKHT. FfOIII ilio iVriP VofXr CVidV. 
Now Sorl«»ii. Vol. T., iwjyo 14.%. 

WlllTTIKII, .loilN (lllKKMLKAr. ** KoquiUll,** frOlll 
Pf>etical W'ttri's. KivoniUlii Kitiilon. (lloiij^h- 
ton, Miniin A C«v, Honloii, 1888.) Vul. u, pofiv 
4 18. — ** For|(iv«na«iii,** from Mine mHUoh. VoL 
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Wiu-K. i:i.'it.uii> IIki-hv. Kr»«i TKr II.U ,-ftim 
Sonmt. K.lit.<.l b; UiKb lIuM and S. A>Uiu* 
Im. ll{.>l>.<Tt> llnxlwrm IkMtou, \Mi.) V«L 
ii.. iwiro III;. 

Wiij.-*. XxTiiANiKi. I<.\nKKH. I\vm Fm/ttirt 
IWlr^. iWcn.-, A WaiUnu, Ituafu, ISL1I.) 

l',.K.. t:i, 

\Vn«<s. ItoiiriiT lliHS.li. '"ITw Stwir Rnlw.- 
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